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"I like this; I really do. But you might 
want to make some changes," 
"Just one more little thing ... " 




On July 5, 1988, twenty-two teachers from across North Alabama met at 
Ernest Stone Performing Arts Center to begin the first Summer Institute of the 
National Writing Project at Jacksonville State University. The National 
Writing Project, with headquarters at the University of California at 
Berkeley, is based on the concept that teachers are the best teachers of other 
teachers. Participation in the project helps teachers realize that they are 
each other's best support and that writing is crucial to learning in all 
disciplines. Participants from all over the country have discovered that this 
is a writing program that works. 
The twenty-two participants in the JSU group came together from various 
disciplines and grade levels to sharpen their composing and teaching skills 
through the process of writing and revising. They gave presentations of 
successful teaching strategies, kept logs of each day's activities, read 
current research on writing, and worked in small groups, editing and revising 
their own compositions. Each person contributed original work for inclusion in 
this anthology. 
The selections are evidence of the events and activities of the workshop 
and the writing produced, but these pages cannot completely explain the 
workshop experience. Much of what was gained will become tangible only as it 
is shared with teachers in the schools and systems represented by the 
participants. We hope that what is provided here will help develop in you an 
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1 9 8 8 T E A C H E R - F E L L O W S 
AMY ALLRED 
1807 Lynn Road 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
KAY K. BROWN 
1304 Robertson Road 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
LAURA L. BUTLER 
5203 Dogwood Trail 
Adamsville, Alabama 35005 
GENA CHRISTOPHER 
Route 1, Box 570 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
BETTY JEANNE DOBBINS 
1110 8TH Avenue 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
TERRY GOSDIN 
Route 1, Box 359-9A 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
G. KENNETH GUTHRIE 
Route 2, Box 252-A 
Oxford, Alabama 36203 
1 
Tenth Street Elementary 
1525 E. 10th Stree 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
237-1100 
L. D. ( grades 1-5) 
Saks High School 
4401 Saks Road 
Anniston, Alabama 36206 
236-3571 
English (grades 12, AP 12, 
and honors) 
Dora High School 
Glenn C. Gant Street 
Dora, Alabama 35062 
648-6863 
English (grade 10) 
Piedmont High School 
P.O. Box 272 
Piedmont, Alabama 36272 
English (grades 9,10) 
Jacksonville High School 
North Pelham Road 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
231-5009 
English (grade 10) 
Jacksonville High School 
North Pelham Road 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
231-5009 
English (grades 9 advanced, 10) 
White Plains High School 
Route 6, Box 343 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
238-8548 
English (grades 7,8) 
JUNE HARBISON 
1428 Bolte Road S.E. 
Cu1lman, Alabama 35055 
SUZANNE HOBBS 
P.O. Box 1333 
Anniston, Alabama 36202 
JERI HOLCOMB 
Route 2, . Box 330 
Boaz, Alabama 35957 
MARYANN C. HOOD 
Route 8, Box 157 
Gadsden, Alabama 35901 
ROBIN JENNINGS 
1002 Fish Hatchery Road 
Eastaboga, Alabama 36260 
MICHAEL JOHNSON 
Route 3, Box 47 
Linevil1e, A1abama 36266 
CINDY H. LYNCH 
2204 Wil1iam Court 
Oxford, Alabama 36203 
2 
Hanceville High School 
801 Commerica1 Street 
Hanceville, Alabama 35077 
352-6111 
English (grades 11, 12 AP) 
Anniston High School 
1301 Woodstock Avenue 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
237-8694 
English (grade 11) 
Jacksonville State University 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
231-5781 #4412 
Freshman Composition 
Lookout Mountain Elementary 
Route 8, Box 125 
Gadsden, Alabama 35901 
546-7409 
Self-contained Classroom (grade 6) 
C.E. Hanna Elementary Schoo1 
715 M.L. King Drive 
Anniston, Alabama 36201 
831-0343 
Self-contained Classroom (grade 3) 
Barfield Junior High School 
Route 2, Box 54 
Lineville, Alabama 36266 
English (grades 7,8) 
Oxford Middle School 
1401 Caffey Drive 
Oxford, Alabama 36203 
831-2611 
Science, Language,.Reading (grade 4) 
SONDRA OSWALT 
Route 7, Box 372 April Lane 
Oxford, Alabama 36203 
DIANE M. PALMER 
Route 5, Box 7090 
Oneonta, Alabama 35121 
GENE RHODES 
708 8th Avenue 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
RUTH B. TAYLOR 
1505 Weaver Road 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
BETTY WILSON 
745 Sunnyvale Drive 
Gadsden, Alabama 3901 
Oxford High School 
915 Stewart Street 
Oxford, Alabama 36203 
831-7505 
Mathematics (grades 7-12) 




English (grades 7-12) 
Jacksonville High School 
North Pelham Road 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
231-5009 
English (grade 11) 
Pleasant Valley High School 
Route 2, Box 498 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
435-4828 
English (grades 11,12) 
Etowah Middle School 
101 Case Avenue 
Attalla, Alabama 
538-8388 
English (grades 6,7,8) 
For information about the writing project, please contact 
DR. ROBERT FELGAR 
English Department 
Jacksonville State University 
Jacksonville, Alabama 36265 
(205) 231-5781 ext. 4861 
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Schedule of .Rctivities 
MORNINGS 
9:00- 9:15 Announcements 
Journal Readings 
9:15-10:30 Pim Presentation 
10:45-12:00 Second Presentation 
or Writing and Conference 
APTBRNOONS 
Monday Peer Editing 
Tuesday Writing and Conference 
Wednesday Research 
Thursday Peer Editing 






Susan Hall Herport Methvin 
4 
Quotable Quotes fn1111 Our Joum.als 
Participants of the Project were encouraged to keep logs of their experiences. 
Each day two persons read their journals of the previous day. The following 
are excerpts from these journal readings, They reflect each individual's 
personal style and perspective yet they also reflect the development of a 
unified project voice. 
July 5, 1988 Suzanne Bobbs 
At 1:00 we returned from lunch to a real treat by Ruth Hooks, a high 
school teacher from Dothan, who gave an excellent model demonstration of a 
successful teaching technique. She involved the group in the study of steps in 
the writing process and of propaganda techniques related to the teaching of 
ANIHAL PARM. We enjoyed the tactile experience of getting brightly-wrapped 
green candy (as would om· students if we used the same activity with our own 
classes), and we learned an innovative method. The assignment was to write an 
advertisement for the candy, a brand new product, and then read the ad aloud in 
small groups. One particularly practical aspect of her presentation was the 
fact that Mrs, Hooks reduced any confusion by using different colors of paper 
for each of her four handouts. Her well-prepared p1·esentation set a good 
standard for us to follow, 
July 5, 1988 Ken Guthrie 
After lunch, Ms, Ruth Hooks, teacher of senior English at Northview High, 
Dothan, and assistant director of the Wiregrass Writing Project, p1·esented a 
model 90-minute lesson. Her lesson on propaganda in writing is used with 
senior AP cl.asses over three days during a unit based on ANU!AL FARM. 
The lesson opens with a brief brainstorming activity on connotations. 
Students are then assigned by groups to present examples of different 
propaganda devices, They are provided brief definitions of fourteen 
techniques. 
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The writing assignment for this lesson is a commercial for a new product. 
Ms. Hooks makes samples of the new product--Snickers bars coated in green 
almond bark, wrapped in foil, and sealed in iridescent cellophane. Project 
participants wrote commercials and shared them with groups of five. Each group 
then read one sample for the class. 
In Ms. Hooks's high school classes, peer evaluation is conducted according 
to specific guidelines. 
During the Q-A period, Ms. Hooks showed copies of annual publications 
containing writing samples from each senior in her school. 
July 6, 1988 Betty Jeanne Dobbins 
Business. Dr. Felgar recognizes Dr. Wade and Dr.· Cox and introduces our 
guest speaker, Bill Zinsser. Mr. Zinsser announces his topic, which is 
"Writing Across the Curriculum.'' 
Zinsser dives right in by presenting three subjects that he feels must be 
dealt with before writing can be successfully integrated across the curriculum. 
The subjects are imitation, motivation and fear. The two pillars of his theory 
of writing across the curriculum are learning to write and writing to learn. 
Zinsser repeatedly stresses the principles of clarity and simplicity as vital 
to good writing. He also emphasizes the value of using narrative, concrete 
detail, active verbs and logical, sequential thinking in order to produce good 
writing. In closing, he discusses the importance of a writer's bringing his 
own personal enthusiasm for a subject to his work. 
A lively discussion follows the presentation. Mr. Zinsser is very 
generous in his responses to our questions and comments. He reiterates his 
dislike of pomposity in speech and writing and his belief that the writer's 
relationship to his subject is of primary importance. He also discusses the 
importance of the ear and of eliminating unnecessary clutter. 
6 
Our session with Bill Zinsser closes as he shares with us the subject on 
his current book-in-progress, Spring Training. He has been a warm, inspiring, 
thought-provoking and entertaining guest. 
July 6, 1988 Betty Wilson 
The atternoon session began at 1:00. Mr. William Zinsser, noted author, 
teacher, and lecturer, highlighted the session with his calm approach and 
explanation of how easy it is to communicate ideas. Good writing is done "Not 
with ambiguity, not with a pompous style, but with clarity and simplicity," he 
said. Mr. Zinsser emphasized the elements of good writing: 
1. Write declarative sentences. 
2. Use the active voice. 
3. Write with nouns and verbs, 
4. Avoid fancy words. 
5. Be specific. 
6. Use narration in all writing. 
7. Omit needless words. 
8. Write concrete details. 
9. Write so that each step is clearly visualized. 
10. Avoid clutter. 
Mr. Zinsser also pointed out that student writers need good models. "They 
need to hear the voices of the best writers we have in our language. They need 
to read aloud, to experiment, and to take risks in their writing," 
July 7, 1988 Maryann C. Hood 
All of our writing boils down to the fact that we are talking to 
ourselves, We learn to laugh at ourselves, Tiring, grueling, but rewarding 
revisions of revisions. Except for being rewarding it's like eating last 
week's beans warmed over four 01· five times. 
At 2:30 we moved to the red Green Room where Susan Herport Methvin, a poet 
from Anniston, read poems from her book, The Trees Are Mended, She also 
shared newer poems including her revisions. Some of the poems she read were 
"The Shower," "Nuns," 11 Gift of the Dead Bird, 11 11 Helpmate, 11 "Running, Early 
Morning 11 and "Amazon." 
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Her comments were timely for us, as we were meeting some of the same 
problems she discussed. She said that in using the computer for revisions we 
· might throw away good lines. She also said that she revises for economy and 
clarity sometimes making as many as eighteen revisions. This comment gave us 
hope. "Revisions take time. I never send out a poem less than a year old," 
she commented. 
She discussed using words which might not be familiar to the audience of 
readers. She talked about the problems involved when using the names of living 
people in writing. Mrs. Methvin said it was important to write every day. She 
stated that you have to risk being a fool, that you have to risk garbage. 
She was asked, "How do you know a poem is ready for publication?" 
She replied, "I feel that it is clear and concise and the public can 
identify with it. You have to get 'gutsy."' She said that she listens to her 
friend, Janet, and her editor, Stephen Dobbins. Mrs. Methvin said, "Technical 
stuff can be revised right away. Other things take time." 
We were glad to get copies of three of her poems with their revisions in 
various stages. 
A refreshing reception, arranged by Lisa, gave us another chance to get to 
talk to Mrs. Methvin and ended our afternoon session for Thursday. 
July 11, 1988 Gena Christopher 
Good morning! How was your weekend? Ask me two hours from now, when I'm 
awake. Do you have your second piece? didn't do anything this weekend. I 
read a little. I wrote a paper on the way to Birmingham. I never realized 
what pain writers go through to share themselves with us! And so, another 
rainy Monday began ••. 
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July 12, 1988 Terry Gosdin 
9:00 a.m. - Someone has had the foresight to start the coffee early. Thank 
God. It's not ready yet. Oh, no. 
9:01 a.m. - Still waiting for coffee to brew. 
9:02 a.m. - Still waiting for coffee to brew 
9:03-9:10 - Still waiting for coffee to brew. 
9:11 a.m. - Dr. Felgar begins the day's activities by announcing to project 
participants that we have permission to use the IBM computers in 
Merrill Building on Mondays, Tuesdays, and Thursdays from 1 until 4 
p.m. 
9:12 a.m. - Coffee pot begins to belch and gurgle. Thank God. 
July 13, 1988 June Harbison 
A few minutes after four Kay and I gathered up our things to go. As we 
left I couldn't help wondering if everyone else feels as I do at this point. 
My first writing piece is essentially finished; my second is in the throes of 
revision; my annotated bibliography is underway, but not finished; my position 
paper is just simmering on a back burner; and my third writing piece exists 
only as a vapor in the windmills of my mind. 
July 13, 1988 Laura Butler 
After lunch is our time for reading. Throughout the afternoon, I notice 
several of the participants on the 6th floor of the library. Here, none of the 
lively chatter of the morning is heard. I know libraries are supposed to be 
quiet, but the real reason for the lack of conversation is that we're enjoying 
the reading for which we finally have some time. 
July 19, 1988 Diane Palmer 
We all scattered again to do our writing. I really am beginning to feel 
9 
like a flat tire, and I don't believe there is a spare in my trunk. 
July 19, 1988 Gene Rhodes 
In the beginning, Dr. Bob created the ninth day of the J.S.U. National 
Writing Project. The sun rose, clouds scattered across our sea of sky. Dr. 
Bob said, "Let us pr int our names on the tab let so that when we come down the 
mountain on August 5th our certificates wi11 be correct." And the participants 
did just that. Printed their names on the great tablet. And it was good. 
July 21, 1988 Cindy Hughes Lynch 
David R. Johnson 
On Thursday, July 21, several of the J.S.U. Writing Project participants 
attended a lecture by noted author and teacher, David R. Johnson. Mr. Johnson 
spoke on "Making Every Minute Count.'' His talk focused on these goals he 
developed for his classroom: 
A. I wi 11 be ab le to identify the students who are ab le to meet the 
objectives before the end of the class period. 
B. I wi11 not give the option for "no participation." 
c. I wi 11 a11ow them to make mistakes without fear of failure or peer 
embarrassment. 
The Writing Project participants found Mr. Johnson's efforts to involve 
a11 students in the questioning process through the. writing of answers 
interesting and informative. He could tell immediately if students were able 
to meet the objectives of the lesson by quickly glancing at their written 
responses while walking around the room. The fact that all students were 
required to write left them little option for "no participation." Because the 
responses to questions were written, mistakes were only evident to the teacher 
and student--not to the whole class--which lessened peer embarrassment. 
July 25, 1988 Betty Jeanne Dobbins 
Ah-Ha! Celebrities at last! We get to see ourselves on TV. Channel 40 
10 
finally aired our spot on the Friday news and Dr. Bob has gotten a copy. 
Leading man--Gene Rhodes. Leading lady--Whoops, they're interviewing Ruth 
Taylor now, but they're still flashing Suzanne Hobbs's name. Double billing? 
Look, they played five seconds straight of my hand, busily writing (I 
recognized the age spots). Hurray, I'm a supporting actress (Supporting hand?). 
11 
PRESENTATION SUMMAKlt~ 
July 11, 1988 
Jeri Holcomb 
Student--Teacher--Writer: Coming Full Circle 
It is important that our students view us as writers as well as teachers 
of writing, It is also important that they grasp the concept of revision, 
Studying drafts written by the teacher helps students to perceive the teacher 
as writer and provides a model for the revision process. 
July 12, 1988 
Maryann C. Hood 
Writing From Artwork 
This presentation·has two parts. In the first part students are encouraged 
to memorize specific auxiliary verbs, Then the auxiliary verbs are paired with 
the irregular verb having the most nasal sound in the past participial form, 
In part two, creative art is used as a springboard to teach creative writing by 




Writing poetry is fun! Teaching poetry can be simple with the use of 
haiku, Haiku is a three line poem with a 5-7-5 syllabication on each line 
respectively. Haiku deals with a seasonal or nature image, The teaching of 
haiku is adaptable for elementary through post secondary students, 
July 13 
Gene Rhodes 
Cause and Effect Compositions 
Cause and effect compositions ignite students in writing and analyzing. 
The scientific principle, for every action there is an equal and opposite 
reaction, can be used in this style of writing, These types of essays allow 
students to explore their reasoning processes and actions, This presentation 
advocates music video, one of the newest art forms, as a way to stimulate 
students through the visual and auditory, Short, concise, and energetic, music 




Prewriting exercises appropriate for descriptive writing are discussed. 
The importance of mood and subjectivity in good description are emphasized, 
Four specific writing assignments are shared with the class: 1) An assignment 
based on a model, 2) An assignment using the five senses to describe an 





This project offers several essay ideas to use the first week of school to 
serve as a diagnostic tool for evaluating students' ability in composition. The 
essays draw on the students' personal interests and give them the opportunity 
to express themselves with topics they know a great deal about. One example is 
an essay on one's name, its origin, the etymology of the name and the student's 
reaction to an association with his own name. 
July 19, 1988 
Kay Brown 
Historical Research Paper 
Because most of what they will write in adult life requires clear, logical 
organization and development, students need to learn how to structure their 
writing. One tool for teaching essay structure is Steps to Better Writing, a 
filmstrip set by Thomas S, Klise Co, Because students should also be 
encouraged to write creatively within structure, an assignment that works is 
the historical journal, which provides a vehicle for combining the process of 
research and writing. 
July 20 
June Harbison 
Similes and Metaphors 
Based on "Body Biography" by W1lliam Underwood, (English Journal, December 
1987), students are guided to write a collection of similes and metaphors which 
they then re-structure as a paragraph and then a poem about themselves. I 
follow this with a similar activity in third person. Students are much better 
r,repared for the literature lesson this leads to, a reading of Robert Frost's 
'The Si 1 ken Tent." 
July 20 
Cindy H. Lynch 
Bookmaking in the Middle Grades: A Creative Approach to Sharing 
Student's Writing 
There are five basic steps to the writing process: prewriting, first 
draft, revising, proofreading and sharing. In writing classrooms this last 
step of process is often omitted because teachers do not know how to creatively 
share students' work. Bookmaking is an excellent way to bind and share 
students' writing. In my presentation writing and bookbinding lessons are 
used with fourth graders. Lessons include steps in writing a good book and a 




Writing in the Mathematics Classroom 
This presentation is intended to help English teachers sell writing as an 
enhancing instructional tool for the mathematics classroom. Some benefits of, 
practical ways to use, and key elements to be included with writing in the math 
class are illustrated. 
July 21 
Betty B. Wilson 
Using the Newspaper in the English Classroom 
The newspaper is an effective tool to use in teaching students to organize 
and develop paragraphs. Using the newspaper also integrates grarrmar 
instruction with reading and writing activities. Students read brief newspaper 
articles, analyze the lead paragraph for the 5 W's (who, what, where, when, and 
why), find specific details about these 5 elements in the paragraph after the 
lead and them write. An in-class example includes reading aloud a brief 
adaption of ''Rip Van Winkle." After the class presentation, students write 
newspaper articles about the return of Rip. Using newspapers in the English 
classroom provides models for effective, concise writing. 
July 25 
Gena Christopher 
Using Double-Voice in the Composition Classroom 
This presentation deals with Winston Weather's concept of Grarrmar B, 
particularly the use of Double-Voice. Students are involved in free writing 
activities in which they experiment with different attitudes toward a single 
subject. These exercises lead into an essay using Double-Voice. 
July 26 
Laura Butler 
Introduction to Student Groups 
Most teachers who use student peer groups in writing instruction spend a 
great deal of time forming these groups. Even with careful planning, some 
groups just don't work well together. This presentation discusses some of the 
problems that arise within the groups and offers a possible solution to them. 
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July 27 
Betty Jean Dobbins 
Using Verse as a Model/Inspiration for Writing 
Contemporary free-verse is used as a model and an inspiration for student 
writing in free verse form. Rico's clustering technique from Writing the 
Natural Way is used to help students achieve freedom and personal voice in 
their compositions, Student writing in free-verse form is used as an initial 




Writing to Persuade 
This unit features writing as reasoning: helping students to write more 
persuasively as they think more critically. A series of sequential writing 
activities is used in the plan, beginning with exploring a pet peeve, 
continuing with analyzing newspaper editorials and literary models, and 
culminating with using research methods to strengthen an argument on a 
controversial subject, The resulting documented persuasive essay is then 
presented orally for evaluation in small groups. Parallel study of the 
differences in clear and faulty thinking, deductive and inductive reasoning, 
and fact and opinion is included, Students will sharpen their critical 
thinking skills as they go through a sequentially-structured process to write 
more forceful prose in the attempt to convince others on a subject about which 
they hold a strong opinion. 
August 1 
Terry Gosdin 
Using Listening Exercises as a Springboard for Writing the Structured Paper 
The teacher reads to the student one of a series of short stories by 
author Roald (not Ronald) Dahl. Each of these macabre selections takes an odd 
twist in plot near the end of the story, Students must listen carefully to 
perceive these twists, none of which are stated openly but are heavily 
implied, The teacher then poses a question regarding the story; the answer to 
this question by its very nature can be nothing but an opinion, Students then 
write down three ideas from the story to support their opinion, The students 





Daily Writing Calendar 
"Daily Writing Calendars" from Frank Schaffer's Teaching Club may be used 
as an independent writing activity. Each month, a student is given a calendar. 
Daily, a specific writing objective is given: autobiographical story starter, 
problem-solving situation, writing for a purpose, creative story starter, and 
story title. The last week of each month is used to develop an entire story. 
To expand this activity, students and teachers may create their own calendars. 




Writing Out of Li 
One component of English instruction i 
read. The classics provide a level of motiv 
associated with basal material. Students a 
great books. Their reading-based-writings 




Puppet drama is a useful teaching tool , 
course. Sequenced after character sketches and plot outlines but before short 
stories, this unit has objectives in 5 areas: characterization, dialogue, 
allusion, simplicity and conciseness, and audience awareness. Other uses of 
puppet drama include book reports, sportsmanship, accepting responsibility, 
behavior in new social situations, and reenactment of historical events. 
Tactile experience is meshed with writing practice whenever puppet drama is 
used. Project members participate in a workshop on puppet creation and 





At a bridge tournament there are all types of people from all 
walks of life. When you are not a bridge player, and you have 
nowhere else to go, kibitzing is an entertaining pasttime. My 
idea of kibitzing is different from the bridge player's 
definition. I have taken bridge lessons, and have attempted to 
play some, even duplicate (regretfully) but instead of watching 
the play of the cards, I'd much rather watch the people playing. 
I use to accompany my husband on tournaments and would 
resort to kibitzing at least once during the weekend. Since the 
game might last several hours, I would entertain myself by 
deciding 
good idea 
how the opposing partners were related. One might get a 
about a partner relationship by the way in which they 
interacted. 
If they are highly critical of each other at the bridge 
table, give each other certain looks after the play of the hand or 
leave the table abruptly when changing rounds, then it's probably 
safe to say it's a husband/wife partnership. This is not always 
true but in competitive bridge, "serious" is the key word. If the 
male partner is very methodical in his playing of the cards, says 
very little, and almost appears bored, one may conclude that that 
part of the partnership is a professional bridge player and that 
his female or male partner is paying him an enticing fee to help 
her/him earn points toward the Life Master goal (the gold medal of 
bridge). 
17 
The other fun thing to do while kibitzing is to create little 
vignettes about the individuals 
begin the story check out the 
sometimes the men are wearing. 
in a partnership. In order to 
jewelry the ladies, and even 
The sapphires, emeralds, and 
diamonds some ladies wear or the gold chains with the ffugerand a 
few males may wear signal wealth and indicate that bridge cruises 
may be on their regular agenda. 
On one occasion, a tall man with one of those rather heavy 
gold chains was playing. He was wearing a shirt opened up to his 
navel, and could have been mistaken for a professional bouncer if 
he had been younger and had not lost his "Wrestlemania" physique. 
I wondered about his particular occupation and how he became a 
member of the bridge world. Later I found out that he liked other 
cards besides bridge, poker or Black Jack for instance, and he 
just happened to be a professional gambler that had accumulated 
megabucks. Once when I was really needing entertainment at a 
bridge tournament, I volunteered to help at the refreshment stand. 
I sold cokes, coffee, etc. to the bridge players between rounds. 
I was seated next to one of the tables where a little old lady 
(she wasn't from Pasadena but Birmingham) 







prepared with her flask of Scotch, and I ended up serving as her 
personal waitress when whe was in need of ice. She was very 
gracious, and I later found out that she was one of the first 
females in Alabama to earn her Life Master points. In one round 
of play, a rather portly man in his thirties was one of her 
opponents. He was quite brusque and definitely not concerned with 
bridge etiquette. He played more like he was in a poker game 
disgusted about losing his weekly paycheck. He would slap a card 
18 
on the table, not saying a word, but simply demonstrating his 
total dissatisfaction with his partner's bidding tactics. After 
several slaps, "Eleanor", very genteely but sternly commented on 
his rudeness. She had all rights to call the director to the 
table, 
he'd no 
but she simply made a chastising remark. Needless to say, 
doubt be remembered at the next tournament. Bridge 
players have the knack of remembering every card played, as well 
as what type temperament a particular player possesses. Most of 
the duplicate players that I observed were truly good sports but 
there are always a few, as in any sport that give the game a bad 
name. 
Kibitzing, by definition, means listening to the opposing 
bids, watching the cards played, playing the hand in your mind, 
and learning techniques others use. Kibitzing, by my definition, 
is listening to each partner make comments before or after play, 
checking out the jewelry and outfits, and guessing at professions 
and true life stories. I may never write a bridge manual on the 
how-to·s of bridge, but I could certainly contribute to the 
how-to's of unconventional kibitzing. 
1Q 
In Defense ... 
WARNING: Any vehicle remaining in the 
left lane on a four-lane road when 
another vehicle is in the passing mode 
will suffer the following penalty: The 
vehicle will be impounded; the guilty 
party will be strapped to the rear of a 
cattle truck and forced to ride there 
for two hours "suffering the slings and 
arrows" of irate right-laners. 
Amy Allred 
How many times have you tried to pass a car when the 
left-laner is going at a snail's pace and refuses to MOVE? If the 
Alabama State Troopers and the local police actually enforced the 
above mock law, then every other vehicle, proceeding in the left 
lane, would be an 18-wheeler with the poor accused soul strapped 
to the bumper. The following is a memo that was sent to numerous 








Characteristics of a left-laner: 
1) Bouffant, hairdoed women 
2) Little old lady/man 
3) Young man conversing with/gesturing to wife or girlfriend 
4) Compulsive shoppers returning from the Galleria or Boaz 
Tactics to "maneuver" the left-laner: 
1) Ease up to the rear of the car (This is a risky 
tactic--some left-laners get highly incensed and decide 
to brake suddenly). 
2) Blink your headlights (This may backfire since some 
left-laners think you're trying to tell them something 
bes ides MOVK). 
3) Blow your horn ( This is effective only in inner-city 
traffic, not on the interstate). 
4) Roll down your window and scream, "!*#*!*!#!'' (expletives 
deleted). 
6) Proceed with caution-pass on the right ( Drive 
defensively in case the left-laner feels the urge to MOVE 
into the right lane). 
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Reasons left-laners persist: 
1) Personal vendetta ( After they themselves have been 
continually entrapped in the left lane, they decide to 
join the masses.) 
2) Oblivious to their surroundings ( A left-laner has the 
tendency to stare at you when you are finally passing him 
because he can't figure out how you're able to get around 
him since he's in the passing lane.) 
3) Driver's Ed. dropout ( They never learned the four-lane 
passing rule. ) 
4) Right-brained ( They possess no sense of direction 
whatsoever, or they have never learned their right from 
their left.) 
Exceptions to the left lane passing rule: 
1) Approaching left turn in rush hour traffic ( It's OK to 
stay in the left lane for a few car lengths.) 
2) Repaving in pro~russ or right lane under construction 
(Flagman waves you into the left lane.) 
What all this rhetoric boils down to is common courtesy. If 
left- laners would be more considerate of the passing vehicle then 
none of these defensive measures would be necessary. So the next 
time you are in the left lane, make sure you're a victim of 
cirmcumstance or following the four lane passing rule, and not one 
of those dreaded left-laners. 
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ode to a lawn mower 
I 
sharp blades, double-helixed, 
rotating clockwise counter-clockwise, 
slivered grass darting 
bats in a feeding frenzy, 
backward forward, row by row, 
a perfect square. 
smooth, wooden handle released 
motion ceases. 
II 
dull, rusting blades, 
no longer useful, 
weathered, splitting handle 
splintering to the touch 
rotting tires, corroding spokes, 
Amy Allred 
dust collecting within entwining cobwebs 
resting in peace, the push mower leans. 
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A Slapstick Life 
"Put on a long skirt or pants or something. People will think I beat 
you!" yelled my husband, disgusted with his bride of two months. Silent, 
I covered the bruises on my shins, typical of those which all my life have 
appeared, frequently and mysteriously. Huey's concern has always seemed 
exaggerated to me, but probably no more than my clumsiness seems to him. 
I am chronically clumsy and could plot my life alongside the performances 
of the best known slapstick artists. Without stopping, I slam into 
tables, door facings or other solid surfaces, ignore the incident, and 
later ponder inexplicable bruises. But the worst effect and the greatest 
embarrassment for Huey is that I fall, and I fall spectacularly. The 
Three Stooges and Tim Conway could take lessons from me, an expert who 
has rehearsed this scenario since childhood. 
My debut performance was set in the woods behind my home, where our 
gang of neighborhood children amused ourselves by bending pine saplings 
and swinging up and down until the tree sprang from our hands and we landed 
in a pile of straw. We risked permanent injury, but this risk made the 
game worthwhile. However, my last time to play here, I invented a new 
thrill---swinging from my knees. Someone else helped hold down the 
sapling as I draped my legs across it. When the tree was released, 
soared up and down, balancing myself with waving arms. The ride was 
brief, for my knees lost their hold, my legs scraped across the bark, and 
I fell. The pine sapling shot upward like a slingshot, but I shot 
downward, my head smashing a large root, and my body flipping over the 
rough ground. 1 remember lying there, staring up at the swaying sapling 
and feebly laughing as soon as the stars cleared and I could breathe. 
have given encores ever since. 
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I was seven months pregnant when Huey became a supporting actor in 
one of my performances. We were with a group of young couples walking to 
a late-night movie. Ice and snow made the sidewalk hazardous and slushy, 
and Huey clutched my arm, warning me to watch where I stepped. But he was 
careless, for I slipped from his grasp and fell sprawling, flat on my 
back. Unhurt, but not able to right myself, I lay laughing, and 
floundering like a great beached whale. Huey heaved and pulled me to my 
feet and onto a dry surface where he assured himself that I was still 
healthy. Then, red-faced, he yanked me into the theater, forced me into a 
seat and warned, "If you have to fall, the least you could do is get up 
and not lie there and laugh. I thought you were hurt. You embarrassed me 
to pieces! If you're going to keep pulling stuff like this, I'll pretend 
I don't know you!" 
I did try after that to be careful and at least not fall in Huey's 
presence, but this was not the last of my performances or of Huey's 
discomfort. 
Some years later, now a sedate career woman and the mother of two 
teens, I humiliated Huey by staging a fall in the grocery store where I 
had stopped to buy ingredients for pecan pies. For my recipe, I picked 
from the shelf a small glass bottle of vinegar, placing it in the top of 
the grocery basket, but forgetting to pull up the flap in front to cover 
the leg holes. Preoccupied, I rounded the corner, looking for pecans and 
corn meal. I did not see the bottle fall through the holes, nor hear it 
break. But in an instant I had slipped in the vinegar and was sitting on 
the floor, surrounded by a widening pungent pool, and my leg folded 
underneath me. Someone helped me stand, but I scorned other offers, 
oblivious to my pain, intent on finishing my shopping and leaving that 
audience. 
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But this time I had broken a bone, and standing in the checkout line, 
looking at my leg swollen twice its size, I gave up. The grocer called 
Huey. He came, but cowered behind the steering wheel while I leaned on a 
stranger's shoulder and limped to the car. Later, when r was home, a cast 
from foot to knee, Huey dramatized his embarrassment: "You can't just 
fall. You fall in a puddle of vinegar. The whole time in the emergency 
room, you reeked of the stuff, just like some old pickled drunk!" 
And the show has gone on, in spite of Huey's reactions and my desire 
to prevent his dying from humiliation. r perform anywhere, for public or 
private audiences, or without audience. But I have presented some of my 
best slapstick performances where I have taught. 
In my third year of teaching, I was assigned to a second-floor room, 
accessible by a double flight of stairs. This setting plus my high heeled 
spikes set me up for a starring role. As I hurried down the first flight 
of stairs to the office, I caught one of those heels on the rubber 
carpeting, tripped, and fell. I slid on my stomach, bouncing off each 
step, then skidded all the way to the middle of the first-floor hall. 
Papers scattered, my arms and legs struggled for leverage, and my skirt 
billowed over my head. Conscious that I was indecently exposed, I 
scrambled up, teetering on my spikes. r bent over to retrieve my papers, 
at the same time smoothing my clothes and hair, and peering both ways down 
the hall and up the stairs for a lurking teenager or administrator. But 
the halls were empty, no one to appreciate my skillful tumble. I told 
Huey, but no one else, how I had descended the stairs that day. This time, 
his reputation intact, and the resulting bruises hidden from questioning 
eyes, he was sympathetic and concerned. 
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I was a veteran teacher when I played the scenario before a small 
group of my students on a local college campus. Exiting the campus, we 
stepped down a long flight of narrow outdoor stone steps. I lagged 
behind, walking carelessly, my mind on the day's events. This was a 
perfect stage for my talents, and I knew the moment my feet became entangled 
that I was going down again, all the way down that long flight of stairs 
into the street below. But I acted with expertise. In the quarter second 
between tripping and falling, I made a professional decision. Instead of 
trying to break the fall and risking broken arms, I relaxed and took my 
chances. I landed face down on the steps, and slid five feet before 1 
stopped moving. Then my mind replayed the whole ridiculous scene, and I 
lay stretched downward headfirst and paralyzed by laughter. When the 
students saw me making no effort to take a bow, they thought me dead, and 
were relieved to learn the truth. But the young critic who helped me, 
still hysterical, to my feet and guided me to the bottom of the steps 
reacted the same way as my husband usually has, angrily. He could not 
comprehend the humor, nor the idea that I was more concerned with my 
shredded costume and lost dignity than with my narrow escape. The reviews 
of this episode entertained the school for weeks. 
And the show continued. The largest school audience to attend one of 
my performances witnessed one of my most embarrassing feats. This time, 
I was seated at the teachers' table, eating lunch and chatting with 
colleagues. Without warning, the legs of my chair folded outward, and the 
chair and I sank to the floor. Realizing the potential for immediate 
infamy, and hoping I could remain in the wings, I stayed put. But the 
audience had seen me, and the assistant principal rushed to my side. When 
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I stood, my eyes swept the crowd and focused on a senior, not my favorite 
student, standing on the top of a table leading four hundred people in 
applause. However he meant that applause, I was insulted and certain they 
applauded my embarrassment rather than my safety. Aflame, and surrounded 
by the still-clapping students, I rushed from the cafeteria and, until 
weeks later when the students had discovered a new amusement, spent my 
lunch minutes hidden in the teachers' lounge. 
Eventually, as all artists do, I took my act abroad. An elaborate 
near fall replaced the usual tumble, and entertained a captive audience in 
London in an underground station in the sulll'ller of 1985. 
I was part of a study group, blessed with four-day weekends to 
broaden our experience with the English in any way we chose. For one 
weekend, the daughter of my roommate Gayle had flown from Sweden. We 
spent three days rushing from one popular tourist attraction to another, 
sites we had saved to see with fourteen-year-old Dana. A morning shopping 
trip was to complete the weekend. Exhausted and not eager to explore 
London stores with a teenager, I volunteered to stretch my friends' 
shopping time by saving them a trip back to the room for Dana's luggage, 
and we would all ride the train to the airport. I was also eager to test 
my ability to manage the tube alone. They accepted, and Gayle stacked the 
luggage, three substantial pieces, on a cart. It was one of those metal 
luggage carts with a shelf on wheels at the bottom for the luggage and a 
long handle at the top for guiding. Gayle fastened the suitcase securely 
with six elastic ropes, an art she had mastered--and it is a good thing 
she had. I was to meet them, with the cart, at Liberty's Department 
Store for tea time. 
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That afternoon, rested and energetic, I walked from Canterbury Hall 
in moderate rainfall, dragging the heavy cart, my purse weighting one 
shoulder and one hand grasping an open umbrella. By the time I had 
finished the three blocks to Russell Square Station, I was struggling for 
control and feeling awkward. Fortunately, boarding the underground was 
easy here. I pushed the cart into the convenient elevator and squeezed 
myself and my purse and umbrella into the crowd. Down on the loading 
platform, I clutched my paraphernalia, and leaped into the train as soon 
it had stopped. With relative smoothness, I landed inside, everything 
intact. I pulled the cart as far as possible out of the aisle, tucked the 
umbrella beside me, and relaxed for the ride. I was on schedule and 
secure. 
But I was smug too soon, and unaware that I had been rehearsing for a 
major performance. When I stepped off the underground at Leicester Square 
Station a minor problem occurred. The cart tipped over and, struggling 
with it, I dropped my purse and my umbrella. This should have warned me, 
but, anxious to arrive at Liberty's on time, I righted the wobbly cart, 
retrieved my belongings, and headed for the street. Entering the street 
exit of Leicester Square required that I maneuver the cart onto an 
escalator, and this is where the show began. 
I stood for a few moments debating whether I or the cart should board 
first. People rushed around me on both sides, ignorant of my predicament. 
They were making fast exits to the street and an American tourist was in 
their way. I jumped awkwardly onto the bottom step and began to rock and 
jerk the heavy luggage behind me onto the escalator. It landed 
precariously in place, and we both were on our way backwards on that long 
escalator toward the street. But not for long. Before it had ridden 
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upward more than the width of three stairs, the.cart slipped from my hands 
and tumbled back to the floor. My mouth hung open as, stunned and still 
moving, l stared at the luggage. "How am I going to get that 
thing? If I ride to the top maybe 1 can run down the 'down' escalator." 
But T dismissed this idea, not wanting to lose sight of the cart. 
~eanwhile, a crm,d was gathering, people standing impatiently on the 
other side of tne toppled luggage cart, a few jumping over, ignoring 
everything else in their rush to someplace. And 1 had ascended halfway to 
the top. I knew better than to look into the faces of those passengers. 
For as surely as I met the eyes of anyone, my hysteria would erupt, I 
would lose control. fall, and lie helplessly stretched out on the 
moving stairway laughing uncontrollably and moving upward toward my final 
exit. So 1 kept my head down and started running, down the up staircase. 
Unfortunately, the stairs were moving faster than I was. The 
few people below me on the escalator moved to the other side and pushed 
past. But I kept my eyes on the luggage, and inched downward, one step's 
progress for every three I jumped. Finally, leaping the last few steps 
and swinging from the hand rail, I landed, shaky but upright, on the 
unmoving floor. 
1 could see the feet shuffling impatiently around me, and knew that a 
large audience had witnessed my descent. But nobody was laughing or 
making any sound. The polite Britishers gave not even a snicker. And I 
was aching to laugh, my shoulders shaking from controlled riot. 
Ironically, none of those polite people offered help as I heaved the cart 
upright, the luggage and Gayle's elastic ropes still in place, Those feet 
moved on tu ride the now cleared escalatoi:. Soon, faking composure and 
trying to remain upright, I tried the escalator again, this time with the 
cart balanced on the step in front of me. 
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When I finally joined my friends in the tearoom at Liberty's, we 
enjoyed the episode so loudly that the staid tea drinkers surely 
complained among themselves about those boisterous Americans. I wondered 
how many of the audience at the underground·would privately regale their 
families and friends with an account of the fortyish American woman who 
stopped traffic in Leicester Square Station by running down the up 
escalator. "Had a bit of a nip in," I could imagine them saying, 
remembering Huey's "pick 1 ed. 11 
As life ages and slows me, I have begun to retire from slapstick 
shows. Embarrassing my husband is less funny than it used to be, and 
I am afraid to risk the serious injuries that might replace the bumps 
and bruises of younger days. So I will take my act to the fireside, sit 
in my rocker, and reminisce with Huey about falling and vinegar and snowy 
streets and escalators and embarrassment and applause. 
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An End to Dreams 
After what he had just learned, Jay didn't feel like kissing any girl; 
but he mechanically kissed Emily goodnight. As he slowly drove toward 
home, he realized he didn't want to be a man. 
Just two months ago Jay would have scoffed at any male who had had that 
thought, but two months can make a big change in a person's life. He 
remembered that particular Thursday with regret, regret that dreams have to 
end. 
How could he ever forget that Thursday, March 25? It had been an 
extraordinary day. Not only was it his birthday, but his coach had said 
he would be the starting pitcher in Tuesday's game. Jay almost felt sorry 
for the star pitcher, Paul, who was suffering from a shoulder injury. At 
the same time, Jay was so filled with elation that,he didn't have much room 
for sympathy. 
As Jay bounded in through the kitchen door after practice, Mom and 
Dad met him with those looks they reserved for special moments, like when 
he was confirmed and when the neighbors asked how his grades were. But it 
was more than that. It was a combination of those looks and the ones they 
wore on Christmas Eve. The looks lasted throughout dinner. Even his little 
brother, Jeremy, and his 20-year-old sister, Jessica, looked at him proudly. 
After dinner, and the cake with 18 candles, Mom handed Jay the letter. 
His heart beat fiercely as he recognized the University stationery. It 
couldn't be an acceptance letter. He'd already received that. Could it 
be ••. ? Yes! "We are pleased to inform you that you have been awarded a 
full-tuition scholarship based on your scores on the University's George 
H. Fullwood Scholarship Test and on your outstanding high school record." 





Still the day wasn't over. Grinning, Dad cleared his throat loudly and 
annnounced, "There's still the matter of your birthday present. I know Mom 
and Jessica and Jeremy gave you something this morning, but here's this. It's 
not much, but it should get the job done. 11 He tossed to Jay a small box, 
wrapped not in kiddie paper, but in paper covered with ships and compasses 
adult paper. 
Calmly, like a mature adult, Jay removed the paper. When he saw the 
set of car keys, he gave a shout more like that of an excited child. Hidden 
in the garage sat the beauty, a new Mustang. She wasn't absolutely new; she 
was sligthly used; but she was new to Jay! More and more Jay was beginning 
to feel like a man. The car was a dream come true. Jay had always dreamed 
of being a man and owning his own car. 
Naturally, the only thing to do was take the Mustang to show Emily. They 
didn't have a date planned for tonight since it was a school night, but he 
couldn't wait until tomorrow. He gripped the steering wheel tightly as he 
drove. 
After they took a short drive, Jay parked near the lake. As he held 
Emily close to his side, Jay decided things couldn't be any better than this. 
He was 18, had a scholarship to a major university, owned a new car, and 
dated a beautiful girl. He had everything a man could want. Yes, he was 
a man; and men showed their women how strong they were and how much they 
loved them. Emotion welled up inside him. Jay began to kiss Emily gently, 
and she was so soft in his hands ••. and when they finished, he told her he 
loved her -- and he meant it. 
Jay drove slowly home, and he hung his elbow out the window as he drove. 
Jay realized that now he was truly a man in every sense of the word. His 
dreams had come true . 
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But that was two months ago, Now he didn't want to be a man. He just 
wanted to be a little boy who could run to Mama and let her fix everything. 
He didn't want to be a man. A man has to be responsible for his actions. 
He didn't want to be a man. But a father has to be a man. Jay didn't want 
to be either, but now he had no choice. 
As Jay drove slowly toward home, a jumble of thoughts chased each other 
through his mind. He thought about dreams, Emily had just ruined his. Yet, 
from deep inside came the thought that it wasn't all her fault, Then he 
thought about his dream of going to college and becoming an architect. He 
couldn't give that up because of one foolish moment. It wasn't fair! There 
was abortion, but he didn't have the money; and, besides, Emily was Catholic 
too. Money was going to be a problem. There would be expenses, Could he get 
a part-time job and still go to school? He hoped Emily didn't expect him 
to marry her -- he wasn't ready for that. Still, he had some responsibility 
to Emily and the child. He could sell the Mustang and give Emily the money, 
Give up the Mustang? No, there had to be another way, Over and over, the 
thoughts raced through his mind. 
When Jay finally turned into the driveway, he still didn't know what 
the answer was. "I'll have to talk to Oad," he thought, That thought brought 
up another problem. All of this was going to hurt his family too. He couldn't 
think about this anymore, The more he thought about it, the more problems 
he found. 
Jay was now a man, but his dreams were ending and a nightmare had begun. 
What was he to do? And the thoughts began to chase each other again. 
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A Letter to My Maternal Grandmother 
Dear Grandmother, 
I haven't seen you since I was ten -- going on eleven. I love you more 
now than I did when you were here. Maybe I don't really love you more; 
I just appreciate you more, 
When Keith, Karen, Sandra, Susan, and 1 were children, we wanted to go 
to Grandma's house more than we wanted to go to yours. (I remember how that 
fact hurt Mother's feelings,) It wasn't because we didn't love you;. you just 
happened to be more strict and more formal. At Grandma's house we were petted 
and indulged. At your house we had to mind our manners. Now, I can see that 
this formality was good and useful, 
I remember the spankings you gave us, You slapped your hands together 
close to our behinds. The loud noise convinced us that you had hurt us, and 
we always cried. But you never actually hit us at all. Because I am now 
older and more mature, I can see that you were just as much a softy as 
Grandma. 
As I write this letter, another incident comes to mind. After you 
became ill and came to live with us, sometimes we egocentric children found 
you to be a bother. Other times we used you, I recall the Sunday following 
my tenth birthday. My gift had been a bicycle. I didn't know how to ride 
it arid wanted to spend the day practicing. The only way I would be allowed 
· to stay home from church was to say I would stay and watch our for you. I 
don't think I checked on you at all, but I learned to ride my bike. Thanks 
for being there. 
I don't actually have any memories of what is probably the most wonder-
ful thing that you ever did for me. Mother often mentions the time when 
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I was little and had Bright's Disease. She said you came to stay at our 
house to keep me quiet and in bed. The way you kept me quiet is the greatest 
gift -- you taught me to read. I believe that you must have given me a 
love for teaching at the same time. I can't remember a time when I couldn't 
read, and I can't remember a time when I didn't'want to be a teacher. (You 
probably saved my life, too.) For these things I am grateful. 
I am proud of the fact that you were also a school teacher. It is 
fascinating to me that you taught in a one-room school house. I'm especially 
impressed that you started teaching so young; wasn't it at age 17? 
When I got to Judson, you were my inspiration. When I made Dean's List, 
I thought of how proud you would have been. The day I graduated and was 
certified to be a teacher, I wished you could be there. It was the first 
time in a long while that I had really missed you. I hoped you could look 
from Heaven and see me as I received my diploma and stole. 
As I am writing, I feel sorrow and regret that I have as few memories 
of you as I do. I love you and wish we could converse as teacher to teacher. 
Grandmother, you have improved with age -- my age. I look forward to 
seeing you again one day. 
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With love and gratitude, 
Your granddaughter 
Gena Christopher 
All's Fair .... 
One Saturday, Dusty, my 11-year-old, had a party for his little league 
baseball team. It was held at the home of one of the playe1:s - a lovely home 
with a swimming pool, tennis courts, a fern-embellished jacuzzi, and sculptured 
lawns. The inside of the house was a decorator's dream, complete with country 
kitchen and sunken den, And all this was flanked by two chicken houses. Now, 
I've lived in the South for awhile, and I realize that there's money to be made 
raising chickens, but even my country cousins on Sand Mountain have sense 
enough to build the chicken house across the road, and downwind, from their 
home place. The thought of two, long, fly - enticing coops standing guard over 
the sides of a mansion like sentinels at watch really didn't make much sense to 
me, and after the party, I mentioned as much to a friend. His answer was the 
juiciest gossip I've heard in a while, 
It seems that the Joneses, a purely fictional name, of course, were having 
mari.tal difficulty, When John came home at 5 a.m. for the hundredth time, 
drunk and reeking of cheap pe1·fume, Sally evicted him from the premises, She 
kicked him out! With the help of the judicial system, a fair and impartial 
settlement was reached: Mrs. Jones would receive the house, and Mr. Jones 
woul.d receive the land surrounding the house, 
Now, Hr. Jones was a free man, But, after a few weeks, John Jones grew 
tired of boozing and barring, and he began to miss his nice warm home and 
heated pool. He pleaded with her to allow him to return; but Sally refused, 
telling him that he had already been forgotten, This rejection was difficult 
for John; therefore, he plotted his revenge, Much to her despair, he built two 
fine chicken houses on his land, one on either side of Sally's house, He made 




The Day Uncle Mac Came By UPS 
Leo MacMillan was in the armed forces when he met my grandmother's sister. 
They married and moved far away to his home in Miami. There they lived for 
many years, having no children, but raising several cats which he swore were 
Jewish. These cats would only watch the rabbis on television. When anything 
else came on, they left the room. 
We visited my aunt and uncle during the Christmas holidays a few times. 
My uncle would take us to Parrot Jungle and to swim on New Year's Day in the 
ocean. But, except for these rare visits, I never really knew my uncle until 
he came to Guntersville to live at my grandmother's house. Emphysema and the 
stifling heat in Southern Florida made life miserable for Uncle Mac, so my 
family convinced him to leave his lifelong home. 
On my weekly visits to Granny's house, I spent a great deal of time with 
this man. He loved to tell stories, and I was a willing audience. His tales 
were filled with remembrances of soldiers' hands found in the tanks he repaired 
during World War I, of Cuban refugees who had taken over his hometown, of the 
Russians he felt sure were controlling our weather with chemical warfare, and 
of his dream of finding a cavern filled with jewels. When speaking became too 
difficult for him as his health declined, I would read to him from his favorite 
storyteller, Louis L'Amour. 
Uncle Mac always had some get rich quick scheme, and he loved to share 
his wealth. When my daughter was born, he began buying bonds for her, 
explaining that someday these would pay for her college education--something my 
great uncle valued. And, after my divorce, Uncle Mac was forever calling me in 
. i Birmingham to tell me about 12,000 dollar houses he had found in the paper and 
' ' 
i i 
that he wanted to buy for me. I never told him how horrible the neighborhoods 
were that housed these buildings--! just told him I would take a look. 
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Uncle Mac had spent his working life as a repairman of communications 
systems for the Florida Highway Patrol. He spent many hours driving on 
Alligator Alley, a narrow stretch of road through the swampland north of Miami. 
When he began to accept the fact that he would soon die, Uncle Mac told us 
that he wanted to be cremated and for his ashes to be scattered along this 
roadway. This was such an unusual request for anyone in our family, that we 
often attributed it to Mac's sense of humor rather than to any serious 
consideration - he loved a good joke. But, on the day he died, we finally had 
to make some decision. Would we carry through with his wishes, or would we 
follow our family's traditional burial customs? We accepted our eccentric 
uncle in life, and so we accepted him and his final resting place as well. 
Guntersville, Alabama1is a small southern, and therefore rather 
conservative, town. When the people in the Guntersville Hospital heard that we 
planned to have him cremated, they passed by the room in droves trying to get a 
look at us. You could almost hear them asking what kind of pagan people we 
were. Their stares said more than they would ever dare speak--How could you do 
such an un-Christian thing? How could you burn your own uncle? 
Since Guntersville is so small, there were no facilities for cremation, so 
we had to have our uncle sent by ambulance to Birmingham. This wasn't Uncle 
Mac's last ride, however, or his most unusual one. In order to scatter his 
ashes, we first had to obtain them. I was really surprised the day the UPS 
delivery man asked me to sign for Uncle Mac's ashes. ''Lord," I said, "I didn't 
mind him being cremated. But, do I really have to carry him around in a box?" 
Finally, we took Uncle Mac home--back to Florida. As we scattered his ashes 
and a few dozen roses along the edge of Alligator Alley, we caused quite a stir. 
As one driver realized what we were doing, his car swerved, nearly careening into 
the swamp. Uncle Mac would have been pleased! 
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THE WAITING 
Shadowed by the tent, 
I hear the dirt 
against the wooden casket 
in the open grave. 
The newspaper entry 
dates Grandfather's's life. 
July 15, 1886 to October 1, 1985 
Ninety-nine years 
Eighty-nine to live ten to die. 
What a fu 11, 
long, 
life. 
Ten years past 
he said his last "good night" 
the Sunday of the stroke 
Six years ago 
last spring 
they amputated his right leg 
the other leg was taken 
He survived the operation, 
the doctors said, 
because he had a strong heart. 
Tuesday, it stopped. 
I bow my head beside the closing grave, 
a day so long avoided, 






lib.at is a Hero?: A Cognitive Approach to 
t:he Development of Writing Assigm11ents 
As a child I used wooden blocks to build castles that housed damsels in 
distress. The walls prevented dragons from entering. The doors allowed white 
knights to come to the rescue, Later, I noticed the letters on these blocks, 
and with them I began to make words, then sentences, then paragraphs. Now I am 
a teacher of writing, and I ask myself, does all knowledge build upon itselfi 
And, if so, shouldn't my writing assignments illustrate this cognitive growth? 
Certainly! The following unit, entitled "What is a hero?," was developed with 
these beliefs -in mind. 
The unit begins with some pre-writing activities. These structured journal 
writing assignments develop the first level in Bloom's Taxonomy, knowledge. 
The students were asked to respond to one of the following: "What is a hero?" 
or "My Hero." Their writings were shared and discussed in class. The students 
learn from their own writing as well as that of their peers. Other teachers 
may want to replace the journal writing with any activity that serves the same 
purpose. For example, the students might cluster around the word "hero," the 
entii·e class might be involved in this clustering on the chalkboa1·d, or each 
student might write a more formal paper defining the given term. 
Whichever method is chosen, the next step I choose is to show the students 
a poster l made using photographs from magazines and newspapers. The examples 
in the photographs are of newsworthy people who may or may not personify heroic 
qualities. I try to choose people my students will recognize; therefore, l 
have to re-do the poster each time 1 teach the unit. For example, some current 
choices a1·e Ted Bundy, Ronald Reagan, Bruce Springstein, and Bill Fann (a 
police ofticer in our community). lam careful not to choose people like Ralph 
N,ider since my students' cultural literacy did not include his face. 1 am 
certain to include some photographs from local, sports, entertainment and 
political arenas are chosen, including some, like Bundy, no one will 
identify as a hero. 
The students are grouped and asked to answer four questions relevant to 
the post.er. 
1. Who are these people? 
2. Which are considered heroes? 
3. Why are they considered heroic? 
4. List the qualities of a hero. 
These surveys are collected. They serve the purposes of stimulating group 
discussion and documenting work. 
A classification essay is then assigned. This is a group paper that 
develops the topic, "The Kinds of Heroes." Students begin to unde1·stand from 
this second level of thinking, classification, that different connotations of 
the word 'hero' exist. These connotations are based upon both public 
convention and personal experience, Group essays are an interesting way for 
students to deal with these differing viewpoints. They are then ready to go on 
to the next cognitive level. 
At this point two literary works are introduced. This unit was first 
presented to twelfth grade students in an upper-level English classroom. Other 
works may be chosen, however, in order to implement the unit in any secondary 
classroom. The two literary works l have chosen are "Prometheus" by Byron, and 
"Ulysses" by Tennyson. These are part of the British literature curriculum of 
the senior year. The poems are read aloud and discussed in class. Group 
definitions of the term "hero" are related to the characters of both poems. 
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After careful discussion, a literary analysis is assigned, 
requires the higher cognitive skills of analysis and synthesis, 
"Heroism in "Ulysses" or "Prometheus"," and the objectives are: 
1, to define hero. 
This paper 
The topic is 
2. to analyze a character from poetry in terms of this definition, 
3. to illustrate through specific examples from the literature those 
heroic qualities the chosen character possesses or lacks. 
When the individual essays are complete, the groups again meet--this time for 
the purpose of editing. The evaluation process includes not only error 
prevent.ion but also an evaluation of the listed objectives. Peer evaluation is 
especially helpful in finding errors as well as in improving content and 
logical thought. 
My seniors were familiar with the structures of definition, 
classification, and analytical essays. Teachers whose students have not 
reached this level of sophistication will need to teach the development of 
these forms before assigning them. Others may wish to limit the assignments to 
shorter essays or paragraphs. 
This cognitive approach to the teaching of writing has been successful in 
my classroom because beginning with simple pre-writing assignments, the 
students become comfortable with the definition of the abstract term 'hero.' 
The group essay has aided in the ability of the student to see clearly the 
different degrees of heroism. By the time they reach the literature, the 
students possess an intimate knowledge of the term hero and are ready to tackle 
the difficulty of the text. I believe that assigning topics that build upon 
each other is the key to my students' gaining the confidence necessary to 
achieve these higher levels of critical thinking. 
The building blocks of my childhood are still with me. They have built 
poems, short stories and essays. Today, they are building assignments for my 
students. And I hope that these lessons will become building blocks for them 
in their future writing as well, 
--Gena Christopher 
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A LETTER TO MYSELF Betty Jeanne Dobbins 
Listen -- thunder from a violent summer storm. And once again we're on 
the bed -- my infant daughter and I. She is tiny and frightened by the noise. 
My emotions swell and fill me. Concern, fear, love, gratitude. Gratitude? Oh 
yes -- for her and the chance her life brings me. My baby -- a tiny life 
dependent on me. I've never felt so important --- she needs me to survive. we 
lie on the bed together and I hold her and soothe her and I am soothed. I'm 
all that she needs. 
I remember the moment so well. There was no real danger -- I could handle 
the crisis; I was in control. 
Years pass and the storms change, She doesn't always want me to soothe 
he1·. Sometimes she does and I don't know how. Concern continues and I fear 
for her. It was easier when I had control. Letting go is agony. Why can't I 
give her all I know? Love continues -- such love for her. It's been a part of 
me for so long I no longer marvel -- yet sometimes the feeling comes sharp and 
strong. 
The gratitude is different now. I've lived the lows as well as the highs. 
I've felt panic and guilt and anger and despafr, and my life will forever be 
different because I am her mother. I still feel gratitude -- for her and the 
chances she brought me to share her life. She knows I'm not all-powerful and 
her problems now are real, but she still needs me and I need that, 
Does she know how grateful I am? I must remember that the next time I 
hesitate to burden my own mother. Does she know how much I love her? It's a 
given. God and mothers have limitless love. 
She's away now. That happens with grown children. But telepathy works --
the bond is sure. 
1,isten -- it's raining now -- a thunderstorm. I remember that moment, the 




They fill the refrigerator 
Of my mind. 
Leftovers. 
I've been a horder. 
I hold on to things 
Books and toys, 
Clothes.and shoes, 
A childhood of war-time making-do 
And post-war catching-up. 
Is that a sign --
A clue to me? 
A full-basement full 
Of leftovers, 
Like squirrels 
In my mind. 
Leftovers: 
Can spoil, 
Or feed a family. 
Leftovers: 
Can start a fire 
Or clothe a child. 
Leftovers: 
Can fill an asylum 
Or a heart. 
Leftovers --
To discard, to embrace 
Demand choices. 
Betty Jeanne Dobbins 
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ONE OF THOSE DAYS Betty Jeanne Dobbins 
Have you ever had one of those days? 
They really can't blame me, ya' know. It was an accident. I'd 
never kill anything on purpose. After all, it was Dad's idea for me 
to take over some of those yards while Joe's away at basic training. 
At home, Dad always gets everything ready; I just have to go out 
and push the stupid mower around the yard. I mean, how am I supposed 
to know about all that other stuff? That yard could have waited a 
little longer, anyway. It had only been three weeks since Joe left, 
and I rea 11y wanted to wait at least 'ti 1 afternoon! 'Course, Dad 
said it already was afternoon and I'd better get that yard cut or 
else, but that HBO movie kept me up kinda late and I had thought I'd 
just sleep 'til I woke myself up. Ya' know -- naturally? 
Well, Dad dropped me and the mower off over there and would you 
believe he hadn't even checked to make sure the dumb thing was 
full of gas? I ran out in about half-an-hour. Well, there was this 
big can over next to the bar-b-que pit in their yard, and since 
nobody was home, I thought I was being real "resourceful" just fil-
ling up the mower from that can. Dad had never told me that green 
cans were for kerosene. 
Well, I won't even go into all the gory details about what hap-
pened then, but Mom finally came and picked up me and the mower. I 
still hadn't finished the yard. When I got home and had cleaned the 
mower, I thought I'd fill it from the gas can Dad uses for the chain 
saw. I knew it was a gas can, right? Dad never mentioned that he 
mixes the gas with oi 1. Any how, after Dad got home and we cleaned up 
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the mower again, he took me back one last time to finish that yard. 
By then, the lady was home and Dad got out and went through the whole 
thing with her while I was finishing the yard. I could tell she 
thought it was real funny. Just about the time I got through, she 
glanced down at the back yard. Boy, did she freak out. "You killed 
my tomato plants!" 
Big deal! I only mowed down half the tomato plants. It was an 
accident. They really can't blame me, ya' know. 
Have you ever had one of those days? 
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Betty Jeanne Dobbins 
Author's Note: The following is an abstract, theoretical statement of my 
position concerning the teaching of writing. Time did not permit the fleshing 
out of theory with illustrations and example. At a later date I hope to expand 
this position with specifics. 
The Student as Conductor: 
Putting the Student in Control through 
Free Verse Personal Writing and Modeling 
Personal writing should play an important part in the teaching of writing. 
Although personal writing is not the final goal of writing study, it is the 
most fertile place to begin. 
The basic writing student has traditionally approached writing with a 
sincerely negative attitude. This is the student who regards school as a place 
where he usually fails, and he fails most consistently on those occasions when 
he is asked to compose a formal response. He succeeds at neither form nor 
content. His attempts at traditional free writing assignments (e.g., "Where 
Did You Go on Vacation?") have not proved successful either. 
Personal writing can give such a student advantages. One of the most 
obvious is that he is the authority on the content. Whatever he writes can't 
possibly be wrong, because it is his. That may not seem like much, but for 
some students, it is an incredible concept. In fifteen years or so of living, 
students have each had some interesting experience, felt some strong emotion 
and known at least one very special person. They must be persuaded that they 
can all search through their own experiences and find something worth saying. 
Some students have never thought that a teacher would consider anything they 
had to say worthwhile. 
Another advantage of personal writing is that it gives the writer a chance 
to clarify his thoughts or even to discover something he didn't know he knew. 
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In "Reading and Writing Poetry," James Britten says that writing poetry can be 
a means for coming to terms with experience. He also says that poetry writing 
can help a child acquire the attitudes, values, beliefs and ideals that help 
his created world (the world each person creates by interpreting his 
experiences) fit his society's cultural pattern. 
Free verse writing should figure prominently in the writing curriculum. 
Free verse writing liberates a student from much of the threat of the teacher's 
pen. In writing free verse the student has some choice in the form and shape 
of his work. He does not have to strictly conform to the conventions of 
traditional grammar. Many of the aspects of his natural voice will be 
appropriate for at least his early efforts at free verse. Free verse is an 
almost perfect vehicle for retaining a student's natural voice and freedom of 
expression while he works to improve his conventional skills in more structured 
writing. 
Another advantage of writing free verse is that it gives a student 
opportunity to employ poetical devices -- simile, metaphor, personification, 
symbolism. Students find it natural to use metaphor when writing poetry. When 
a writer uses a device himself, he will understand it and remember it. 
Verse writing not only offers the writer opportunities to practice 
specific skills, but also affords personal satisfaction. In the aforementioned 
essay, Britten also wrote. "A poem on the other hand can be written only in 
response to some inner need in the writer, and if it comes off at all, it 
satisfies that need. Poetry arises, indeed, when something needs to be said 
and the need is satisfied by the mere saying. {This is not true only of 
poetry; it applies also to the few choice words you may use when you drop a 
spanner on your toe! l" 
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The writing curriculum should include the use of literature as inspiration 
and model for student writers. Students respond with greater success to 
writing assignments that develop out of literature study than they do to 
writing assignments in a composition/grammar unit, because during the 
literature study the students don't tie themselves up in knots worrying about 
grammar. They are inspired by ideas that spring from discussions about the 
content of stories and poems. Familiarity with good literature will train a 
student's ear to be sensitive to phrasing and rhythm, and will acquaint him 
with good diction and clear thought. 
Using good literature as inspiration for personal writing in free verse is 
a good initial step in learning how to write. Free verse writing can be a 
continuing source of personal satisfaction that a student can periodically 
return to, as his writing skills grow and his experience expands. 
48 
Author's note: the following is a talk to be given in the JSU En~lish 
department lecture series; a reader would need a copy of Brownings poem to 
construe the written version. 
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Are There Rocks All the Way Down? 
Or, A Theory of Theories 
''What holds the dirt up?'' a little boy asked his mother. ''The rocks do,'' 
she said. "What holds the rocks up?" "More rocks," she said. "Well, what 
holds those rocks up?" he demanded. "It's rocks a 11 the way down," his mother 
replied. 
This old joke is a metaphor for the central problem in literary criticism 
today: is any critical theory based on assumptions that are unshakable, that 
are self-sustaining, that are "privileged"? Let's see how far down the rocks 
go in the six major critical positions available to us today--literature as 
imitation; as form; as something a reader responds to; as a collection of signs 
and conventions; as a reflection of the author, his life, and his times; and, 
most recently, as something that dismantles itself. Our "text" will be 
"Porphyria's Lover,'' an early poem by Robert Browning, often taught in 
English 302. Note the contestable assumption I'm making now that a single text 
ought to be taken as the basic unit in literary analyses. Or the assumption 
that it's acceptable for me to use a white, male, English author. You might 
ask why that is and who is excluded as a result? In other words, is our 
attachment to individual works by white male authors on firm ground? 
We'll begin with the oldest known theory of literature, found in Plato's 
Republic, art as imitation. The presiding metaphor in this theory is 
literature as a mirror that reflects reality, a figure of speech that's caused 
much trouble for literary critics. Consider the sandstone this hypothesis 
rests on: it presupposes there's one reality, we all agree what it is, and 
language refers to it rather than itself. But mirrors vibrate; does "reality"? 
Mirrors reverse left and right. And when did you last see a two-dimensional 
human being? To further complicate matters, mirrors are solid-looking linuids 
that eventually dissolve into puddles. (And they're not made of rocks, but 
sand, although sand is made of little rocks, but you wouldn't want to build a 
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critical theory on little rocks.) So, the notion that ''Porphyria's Lover'' 
imitates reality is largely nonsensical. When someone says it is ''realistic," 
she or he is not asserting or denying anything because the claim makes little 
sense, unless the person can clearly define "text," "reality," and ''imitation.'' 
Instead of reading "Porphyria's Lover" as an imitation, we could examine 
its form in order to read it as a New Critic would. Whether we know it or not, 
this approach to literature is still the underlying principle of most English 
departments in the United States--to examine "the text itself," especially for 
clues to its shape. But there's no such thing as "the text." There's your text 
and there's mine, and we both bring a great deal to it. In your text, the 
speaker in Browning's poem may be fantasizing or thinking or acting; in mine, 
he may be a mere verbal construct of a young poet's fascination with juvenile 
horror stories. A more serious indictment of this formalistic strategy is that 
it accepts, apparently without realizing it, that literature has form and is 
· ! referential at the same time. Is there anyone in this room whose life is 
notable for its careful pattern of imagery, its paradoxes, it symbols, and its 
irony (the staples of the New Critics), all tucked neatly into a clear 
narrative structure, as in "Porphyria's Lover"? Life is messy, art relatively 
clear. When was the last time your experience fit comfortably into iambic 
tetrameters, rhyming abab? My life has neither regular rhyme nor regular 
meter. A poem that has unity and coherence doesn't correspond to experience. 
A fashionable but controversial "solution'' to the problem I'm examining 
tonight is not to emphasize the literary work itself but the reader. The term 
"reader-response'' criticism is often affixed to this theory, and its leading 
exponent is Stanley Fish. Fish argues that what we should concentrate on is 
the reader's experience of reading Browning's poem. He readily admits we have 
many different responses to the "same" work of literature, because we belong to 
different "interpretive communities." In other words, Fish substitutes the 
structure of the reader's experience for the formal structures of the text on 
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the grounds that while the latter are the more visible, they acquire 
significance only in the context of the former. The reader's response, 
according to reader-response theory, is not to the meaning of "Porphyria's 
Lover"; it ~the meaning. Let me put this one other way: the meaning of 
"Porphyria's Lover" for a critic like Fish is the process of reading it, not 
the end product of a formalist reading. New Critics find meaning -1.!!. (they 
apparently think of a poem as a box) Browning's poem; reader response critics 
make meaning as soon as they start reading. What is "Porphyria'' about? Its 
readers. The poem means what it does to the reader. To one reader it endorses' 
murder; to another it condemns it because these readers don't share the same 
interpretive conventions. 
There are serious problems with this approach: one is that it sneers at 
New Criticism and yet Fish constantly talks about the formal features of a 
poem: syntax, punctuation, point of view. And as Robert Scholes points out in 
Textual Power, Fish's theory of interpretive communities is "vague, 
inconsistently applied, and unworkable." If my response to "Porphyria" this 
morning differs from my response to it this evening, have I switched 
interpretive communities today? And what if I, during the same reading, have 
more than one response to it? Does that mean I belong to two or more 
interpretive communities at the same time? 
So far we've looked at critical positions based on imitation, form, and 
the reader; it's time now to examine a 1 iterary theory that focuses on the 
author. This approach assumes, often very casually, that because ''Pornhyria'' 
was written by a poet who grew up in Victorian England, who had a certain 
temperament, and who had a particular meaning to convey in the poem, it will 
offer evidence of all of this. In other words, if we know about the author and 
his life and times, we have the key to his poetry. Such a theory comes very 
close to saying that if you're sure something is to be found someplace, you'll 
find it there. Emphasizing the author also rests on the shaky assumption that 
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studying causes necessarily tells you something revealing about effects. So, 
we know the Victorians were fascinated with insanity and sensational crime; 
"therefore," this poem is a reflection of Victorian Society. We know Browning 
hated men who mistreated women; "therefore,• he must be condemning, rather than 
endorsing, the speaker. We know Browning intended this poem to be the 
utterance of an imaginary speaker; "therefore,• he has fulfilled his intention. 
What if, though, none of you had heard of "Porphyria's Lover'' and I told 
you it was written by a man who lives in New Zealand, who has been in an 
institution for years, and who hates women? We would all nod our heads in 
agreement that this poem is certainly a product of contemporary life in New 
Zealand. We would feel sorry for, condemn, and be fascinated by, someone who 
doesn't exist. 
There are two more possibilities. We'll take structuralism first. The 
central belief of structuralism is that "Porphyria's Lover" can best be 
approached by examining its literary and linguistic conventions; it can best be 
understood, that is, if we know the conventions it uses from language and 
literature. Structuralists are concerned with literature as a network of 
signs; such critics are also concerned with the conventional and self-
referential aspects of poems. A great advantage of structuralism is that it 
makes us aware of what we usually take for granted, which is, of course, what 
the word "conventional" means. Compare any TV show to rea 1 ity and the former' s 
conventions become immediately obvious: 23" screens, commercial breaks, 
problems solved in 30 or 60 minute segments, physically two-dimensional 
character, and so on. Perhaps the most deeply buried literary convention in 
"Porphyria" is its use of a narrator. Life has no narrators, it just is; or if 
life does have a narrator, he doesn't talk like this one does. Structuralism 
reveals how artificial art is. It reveals how poetry means, more than what it 
means. Browning knew that the conventions of love poetry include giving gifts, 
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lovemaking, and being together permanently. The poem laughs at those 
conventions but depends on them nevertheless. 
So a structuralist is interested in how ''Porphyria" is related to other 
love poems. But by arguing that it imitates other poems and not experience, 
such a critic gives up right away any mimetic c1aim for his position. Another 
drawback to structuralism is that it tends to dissolve poems into a co11ection 
of signs and conventions, which is to say, it is reductive. And a reader 
response critic will want to know why we react to some conventions much more 
strongly than we do to others. You might ask yourselves, also, how likely it 
is that language was born in one fell swoop, as it would presumably have done 
if it is a system of signs (presumably 1anguage didn't progressively signify). 
We are now at the last stop on the line, poststructuralism, which is more 
or less synonymous with deconstruction. Deconstruction is difficult to define 
but one definition of it is that it is a way of reading that is high1y alert to 
the elusiveness and indeterminacy of language. Deconstructionists like to show 
how language tends to undo or undercut its own meanings. Deconstruction sees 
all critical positions, including itself, as just constructs, or sets of 
assumptions, but of course we can't think at all without premises. To put this 
point another way, you can't demolish someone else's position without revealing 
your own assumptions (the ground I'm standing on tonight is analysis, in case 
you hadn't noticed, but it is no firmer than other assumptions are). In 
"Porphyria," we have a heart about to break in 1.5, swe11ing in 1.34. In 1.15 a 
voice that isn't, replies, and the whole poem gives us a very rational lunatic, 
who loves Porphyria so much that he's fulfilled her dream of being with him 
forever. 
I'm keeping in mind that the word "theory" means to view, to oversee, when 
I conclude with a quotation from Julius Caesar: 
Cassius: "Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face?'' 
Brutus: "No, Cassius, for the eye sees not itself but by reflection 
by some other things." 
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There aren't rocks all the way down, but at least we can know what ground 
we're standing on; at least we can look at the eye we look through. 
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Quiz on "Porphyria's Lover• 
(to be graded only by the Spirit of Christmas) 
1. Does this poem imitate reality? (5 points) 
2. Does this poem have form? (5 points) 
3. Does this poem evoke a response from you? (5 points) 
4. Does this poem reflect the author, his life, and his times? (5 points) 
5. Does this poem have a relationship to literature and language in general? 
(5 points) 
6. Does this poem undermine itself? (25 points) 
7. Does this poem exist? (50 points) 




Since teellll8ers are perpetually forgetful, I count heads and make 
sure that I have twelve players and a manager before my basketball team 
leaves for any gwne site, After all, it's my job, 
"OK, we're all here, Does everybody have everything? Check your 
bags, Jersey? Shorts? Shoes? Sweatbands? Lipstick? Towel 7 Socks? 
Mascara? Wa:rm-up jacket? Hairspray? Eyeliner ... " 
You see, I coach girls, 
I've been around basketball all my life, Growing up in rural Randolph 
County, Alabama, I had little else to do. I made the seventh-grade team 
at my junior high school as a fourth-grader and played every year through 
high school, In college I played in intramural leagues, After college 
I stayed close to the game by becoming a high school referee, 
But when the athletic director at my school asked me about ta.king 
over the girls' program, I didn't feel qualified for the job, I hadn't 
so much as a day's training as a coach1 in fact, I took only one physical 
education course during four years of college, a lecture course on careers 
in l',E, 
'l'he athletic director, however, thought my inexperience wasn't important, 
He figured since I had been around basketball so long, I must know something 
about the game. Besides, I was to coach girls. How difficult could ~ 
be? There are no differences between coaching girls and coaching boys, 
Players are players, right? 
I decided from the very beginning that I would treat my players 
exactly as my coaches had treated me. No differences, I would be a 
firm disciplinarian, a strong leader, a no-nonsense coach, I began to 
en vis ion county, a:i:ea., and even s ta.ta championships. "Who knows where this 
might lead?" I thought, I would be the man who parlayed a high school 
girls' job into a men's collegiate national chwnpionship. But that wouldn't 
be too difficult since there are no differences between coaching girls' 
and men's basketball. 
On the first day of practice, I began to see the differences, 
During the endless running and conditioning exercises that comprise 
the first week of practice, I noticed a girl who was obviously conserving 
her energy, Loafing, as we coaches say, I wondered what & coaches 
would have done in this situation, The answer was obvious, 
I called the girl to the sideline and with my face about eight 
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inches from hers, proceeded to yell and scream for about a minute, I 
don't remember the words I used, but that wasn't important, If a coach 
has an effective scream, the player will get the message, !:!:£ coaches 
would have been proud, 
But something happened that I ha.dn 't counted on, About thirty seconds 
into my tirade, the girl's eyes welled with tears, and by the time the 
screaming session was finished, she was sobbing, 
Something was wrong, I never cried when my coach yelled at me, I 
never saw my teammates cry, I felt like crying once when I sprained my 
ankle and couldn't finish a game, but that was different, 
For the remainder of practice that day, the other girls looked at 
me mooh as they would a rabid dog, I didn't understand, 
When I arrived at home sane hours later, my phone was ringing, It 
was the father of the victim, Sparing no adjectives, expletives, or 
epithets, he voiced strong disapproval for the way I had yelled at his 
daughter, 
I spent the next half hour apologizing to the man and talking him out 
of making a formal complaint to the principal, He finally said he understood 
that I was a young coach and had many lessons to learn, One of those 
lessons was not to yell so loudly at girls in general and his daughter 
in particular, 
All right, 1 thought, so there's~ difference, Be firm, but don't 
scream, I had learned my lesson, 
The next day at practice, I noticed one girl was missing, not the 
tantrum victim, but a,iiother, I figured I must he,ve scared her awa;y, 
When she reappeared at practice on the third day, I felt obliged to ask 
her wh8re she had been, After all, it's my job, 
I called the girl over to the sidelines and, remembering the previous 
day's disaster, calmly inquired about her absence, (J:!X_ coaches would not 
have been so kind and understanding, They would have had one of the 
aforementioned tirades and ma.de me run two hundred laps for missing 
practice, I hoped the girl knew how lucky she was,) 
"Where were you yesterday?" 
"I wasn't feeling well," 
"You were sick?" 
"No, I wasn't feeling well," 
"Were you hurt in practice on Monday?" 
"No, I wasn't feeling well," 
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"What? Cold? Flu? Virus? I need to know," 
"Coa.ch1 I just didn't feel well," 
What the girl was so ta.ctfully trying to tell me was that she had 
started her period and was having a bout with severe menstrual cramps, 
It's very difficult to explain these matters to a man, 
At the time, I had been married four years and understood "these 
matters" pretty well, I just never pictured basketball players as having 
menstrual cramps, I never had menstrual cramps, My teammates never had 
menstrual cramps, My coaches lectured about jock itch, athlete's foot, 
and occasionally about teenage pregnancy, but not menstrual cramps, 
OK, I admitted, so there a.re two differences, 
On the fourth day of practice, I told the girls that they would need 
to trim their fingemails closely, for safety reasons, 
"Why?" asked one player 'llhose nails should have been registered as 
lethal weapons with the FBI, 
"You might hurt yourself or somebody else with them," 
"How am I going to hurt myself with my own nails?" she huffed, hands 
on hips, 
I explained that a basketball thrown just out of a player's reach that 
grazes the fingertips can tear the nail into the quick, I gave her as 
logical an expla.nat ion as I could think of, It's my job, 
"But I've worked so hard on them, and my boyfriend thinks they're 
sexy," she whined, 
"Sorry, They've got to go," I answered in my best Robert Young, 
Father-Knows-Best voice, 
"But that's !2.!:!!'. whole months!" 
OK, so there are four differences, 
As the season opener approached, it was time to issue uniforms, I 
remembered I was always so proud when I received my uniform at the beginning 
of the season, I didn't care how old and ragged it looked; it was mine, 
I issued the uniforms and told the players to go into the dressing 
room and try them on, With so many young and first-year players on the 
squad, I just knew everyone would be overjoyed to receive such pretty, 
almost new uniforms, 
Five minutes later, I became aware of the fourth difference, 
"Coach, these pants make me look fat, My stomach bulges, Can I 
trade with somebody?" 
"Coach, I don't like the number on this jersey, It's always been 
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unlucky, Can I trade?" 
"Coach, these shorts make my thighs look big, Can I trade?" 
"Coach, is it all right if my mom takes in the seat of these shorts 
just a little? I really think they'd look better, Don't you?" 
"Why did the school pick blue and gold as its colors? Don't you 
think it's sort of a dUlllb combination?" 
The season ha.dn' t even started, and already the differences were 
piling up, 
The first game of the season was at hand, and I couldn't have been 
happier or more excited, I stood outside the dressing room door, :pacing 
and worrying, Were they ready for their first game'? Wa.s 1 ready? Had 
I prepared them to play? How would I fare as a coach? 
According to the plan I had spelled out, the players were to go into 
the locker room and put on their uniforms, When everyone was dressed, 
a designated player would let me know, I would then enter the dressing 
room for the pre-game pep talk and strategy session, The signal ca.me, 
Barely able to contain my excitement, I ran in and started diagramming 
plays on the chalkboard, 
"OK, ladies, we're going to start out tonight with, .. " 
I suddenly realized that only three of twelve players had gathered 
a.round me for the big pep talk, The other nine were either looking in 
compact mirrors or the mirror on the wall, None seemed excited or even 
hurried, 
"Where is everybody'? I thought you llSre ready I" 
"We 're dressed, but we 're not ready," said one player, looking up from 
her compact, seemingly puzzled that I d:l.d not understand the situation, 
"We 're doing our hair and makeup, It '11 only take a few more minutes," 
All right, so there a.re probably more differences than I can count, 
But I've discovered some other differences I£!!!!. count, Namely differences 
I've found in myself, 
Even though we d:l.dn' t win a single game that first season, I learned 
much about girls and about coaching girls, I learned to give my players 
a. few extra. minutes in the dressing room, I learned to let them decide 
who should get which uniform, I lea.med that when a girl isn't "feeling 
well," I should nod and say, "I understand," 
I also learned that because they haven't played basketball all their 
lives, girls generally listen better and learn more quickly than boys, 
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I lea.rned tha.t girls have much smaller egos than boys, Girls don't 
hesitate to ask for help and are very quick to s~, "Thanks, Goa.ch," 
I lea.med that girls generally do as they are told, and they willingly 
give extra effort and exceed the coach's expectations if he occasionally 
says, "l'lease'1" 
After two yea.rs of coaching, I no longer call them "players," Instead, 
I fondly refer to them as "my girls," At first, I found it difficult to 
picture myself as a girls' coach, I now find it difficult to picture 
myself as axry other kind, After all, it's my job, 
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Lea.ming About Underwear 
From my earliest recollections until eight months ago, roughly twenty-
five years, I never questioned how dirty underwear, an object of otherwise 
limited mobility, mysteriously cleaned and transported itself from the 
dirty clothes hamper to a drawer in my bedroom dresser, I simply accepted 
this twice-weekly phenomenon as a natural occurrence, like the weekly 
reconstruction of my mother's beehive hairdo, 
Mother always told me, "Terry, if you want them clean, don't forget 
to put your dirty shorts in the clothes hamper," Being a semi-obedient 
child with a profound distaste for dirty, smelly underwear, I did as 
I was told, Presto! Within twenty-four hours, I found underwear in 
my drawer -- snow white, fragrant, and neatly folded, This wonder of 
nature continued for twenty-one years, 
The magic worked for another six yea.rs after I left home, My wife 
uttered those same mystical words I had heard so many times from my 
mother, "Terry, if you want them clean, don't forget to put your dirty 
shorts in the clothes hamper," Miraculously, clean underwear appeared 
in my drawer, 
The miracles stopped eight months ago, Instead of self-cleaning, 
my supply of shorts just lay moldering in a pungent state of uncleanliness, 
The hamper overflowed, In desperation, I drove to Wal-Ma.rt and bought a 
three~pack of BVD's to tide me over until my own shorts were clean again, 
But nothing happened, and the emergency BVD's soon were as dirty as the 
others, 
I was confused, I hadn't read anything in the paper about unusual 
alignments of the planets or shifts in the tides, anything that might 
affect the mobility of underwear, 
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Suddenly, I remembered the words that my mother and my wife had 
uttered so many times, "That's it!" I cried, 
I ran into the bedroom and put on my bathrobe, I smeared my cheeks 
with soa.p. I held both arms above my hea.d, closed my eyes, danced in 
circles a.round the hamper, and chanted, "KAWABUNGAI Terry, if you wa.nt 
them clean, don't forget to put your dirty shorts in the clothes hamper! 
HOOLEYBOOLEYBOOI" 
If anything, the hamper bulged even more, I panicked and called 
my wife, who wa.s in the process of becoming my .!!_!-wife, 
"You idiot!" she snitted, not without venom, "Underweax can't 
really clean itself," 
0 0h?" 
"No, And another thing, Elves don't bring the food you find on 
the table every night, And fairies don't visit during the night and carry 
aw9¥ the dirt from the floor, You've got a lot to learn," 
"You're se;y1ng I'm dumb?" 
"Yeah, But you really shouldn't feel too stupid," 
"Why not 'I" 
"You're just a man," 
I asked if she could help me understand and overcome my problem, 
After all, we had been married for six years, and technically she was 
still my wife, But she just snickered, muttering something about my 
ancestors , and hllllg up, 
I had tried everything, Nothing had worked, and again I was desperate, 
I thought of crying, a stratagem I had used with frequent success during 
childhood, But then I remembered that crying works only when someone is 
around to hear it, 
Suddenly, I felt better, I thought of a fool-proof technique to help 
me out of this jam and my dirty underwear out of the overloaded hamper, A 
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tried-and-true method that had worked since infancy for everything from 
ingrown toenails to eighth-grade spelling to adult financial crises, 
I called my mother, 
After a dozen or so Oh-my-Ged-where-did-I-go-wrong',s and a thirty-
minute "little talk," the kind to which I had become so accustomed during 
adolescence, she offered no practical advice, Some things, she said, a man 
must discover for himself, 
"You've got a lot to learn, son," 
And learn I did, 
Through trial and error during the follmdng weeks, I learned to 
feed quarters into a washing machine, a contraption used for cleaning 
clothes, I learned to use a substance called detergent, and, above all, 
chlorine bleach to keep underwear nice and white, Then I learned to feed 
more quarters into another machine to dry the wet, albeit clean, underwear, 
Next, I learned to manually pull the underwear from the dryer, manually 
put it into a basket, and manually take it home, Finally, I learned to 
manually fold and manually place it into the empty drawer, 
The mystery of dirty underwear was solved, 
While it is certainly not fun to wash underwear, I have found that 
I get an almost perverted pleasure from sucessfully undertaking a task 
that I have never before attempted, I found a similar enjoyment in 
cleaning my apartment and cooking, 
Who knows? Someda,y I might even learn to balance a checkbook,,, 





COULD PHOTOCOPIERS WRITE YOUR STUDENTS' RESEARCH PAPERS? 
TEACHER: Well, Winston, quite some paper. Tell me, how 
did you decide on the topic of VD for your science 
project and paper? 
WINSTON: Got ta write on something. We have lots of good 
books an it in the library, and the health teacher gave 
us two good pamphlets. You have to have five sources 
and at least two different kinds of sources far the 
paper. Eooks and pamphlets--that's all I needed. How's 
the paper? 
T: Winston, what did you learn about VD while you were 
working on the paper? 
W: Learn about it? I guess that I don't want to catch it. 
T: Let's just suppose everybody has to have some form of 
VD. You've described five different kinds in your 
paper. If you had to have one, which would you rather 
have? Which would harm you least? 
W: I don't know. They're all described in the paper. I got 
most of the symptom stuff from some green book in the 
library. 
T: Winston, you have a big problem with your paper. 
W: What? I worked hours. I've been in that library and 
really sweated. What kind of problem? 
What is Winston's problem? After over ten hours of library work, he has twelve 
p!3ies of handwritten information. Yet his knowledge of the content is as elementary 
as when he began the paper writing. When I asked Winston to list the steps he had 
taken in writing his paper, I discovered why he did not learn from the exercise. Here 
are his steps: 
choose a topic 
limit the topic 
find source material 
read source material 
take notes 
outline 
write the paper 
revise the paper 
proofread and edit 
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While many of my students could not list the steps in writing a research report 
nearly so well as this, Winston nevertheless failed to list--and, more importantly, 
failed to follow--one crucial step: comprehend the reading. 
Is Winston's problem unusual? Unfortunately, not among my students. The 
majority of research reports which my students do for other courses are like 
Winston's paper. There is so much expert knowledge that almost everything is within 
quotation marks and is footnoted. Extended quotations are linked by single sentences 
for transition. Nevertheless, students retain almost no knowledge of content. Have 
such students written papers, or have they merely copied papers? Would they learn 
any less about their assigned topics if they simply photocopied several pages of books 
and pamphlets? Probably not. 
Is there a remedy for this copying without learning? The following is a summary 
of one unit I developed with eighth graders in response to this problem. 
In the past, I had usually tried to use research topics related to literature lessons 
to give my students practice in writing research reports. l decided to experiment with 
topics more relevant to other subject areas and to require comprehension of reading 
matter. I accomplished this with most students by assigning very limited areas to 
research, by eliminating note taking, and by requiring oral reports before first drafts 
were written. 
I began by organizing groups immediately after a unit on finding information in 
the library. I chose group leaders and then had them recruit helpers. Each leader 
needed a group of one fast reader, one careful reader, one good details person, and one 
good reviser/proofreader. I assigned research topics to each group, allowing the group 
leaders then to assign a subtopic to each group member (including himself). These 
were the four research topics and subtopics: 
GALAPAGOS ISLANDS 
1. location and climate 
2. animal life 
3. plant life 
4. relation to C. Dorwin 
FOSSIL FUELS 
1. formation of coal 
2. formation of oil 
3. locations of coal and oil 
4. non-fuel uses of coal and oil 
M'f NAME IS GUTHRIE 
1. a former state capital 
2. a folksinger 
3. a dramatist 
4. a novelist 
NEWEST STATES 
For states added to the U.S. 
during the 20th century, find 




(Each member covers one state.) 
Once subtopics were assigned, groups brainstormed for each member what he would 
need to learn about his subtopic before he could write a paragraph about it. At this 
stage the lists were rather short. 
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on the first day we spent 1n the library, students took only pens. I furnished 3 x 5 
cards. The assignment was to find, but not read, three sources on the assigned 
subtopic and to complete source cards. 
The mm class session, students shared their source cards within their groups. 
This allowed for peer correction on bibliography form. Suggestions were also made 
concerning the quality of sources found and the availability of other sources. Then 
students wrote on the back of each source card one question which was suggested by 
someone else in the group and which the student thought would be answered by the 
source listed on the other side of the card. 
The next two days were spent in the library with students reading their identified 
sources and finding additional sources. Again, students took. only their pens and 
their source cards. The only writing allowed was for source cards on newly identified 
sources. No note taking was allowed. students could ask another member of their 
group or the teacher to paraphrase orally any passages they found difficult to 
understand. 
These days of reading were followed by another group work session. Each student 
made a quick list (brainstorming again) of every important word or phrase he could 
remember about his assigned subtopic. Then he marked six to share with his group. 
After a few minutes to organize, each student reported orally to his group. Fellow 
students then asked any further questions about the subtopic. If the reporter could 
not answer a question, he wrote it on the back of the card for the source which should 
contain the answer. 
Then came one final library session. Still, note taking was prohibited. Only 
reading, reading to answer questions raised within the groups, was allowed. 
The next group session was for a final oral report. The reports were criticized 
within the group for relation to the assignment, completeness, clarity, and order. At 
the end of this session, a writing assignment was finally given: one paragraph which 
would clearly and orderly explain the subtopic to someone outside the group. 
Of course, the first audience was not outside the group; it was the group. These 
paragraphs were critiqued by guidelines very similar to those for the oral reports in 
the previous session. One additional instruction for the exercise was to circle any 
parts of paragraphs which appeared to have been copied. Students were then allowed 
one revision. 
The next day, each group decided on the order in which these paragraphs should be 
arranged. The group leader assigned his reviser/proofreader to revise all the 
paragraphs. Other group members received one of these assignments: write an 
introductory paragraph, write a concluding paragraph, or compile a source page. 
When these assignments were finished, the groups had all the elements needed for 
a research report. The introductions and conclusions were critiqued the next session. 
The groups read the revised bodies and the source pages. All but one group decided 
that the best persons were doing the revisions and compilations; this group was 
allowed to shift the work. to other members. All final revisers and source compilers 
were given one more day to cllmplete their work. 
The final group session allowed for last minute revisions and editing changes. 
The form of source pages was still a problem for most groups, although they tended to 
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solve their problems within the group, asking little teacher assistance. All work was 
then left in the hands or the neatest writer for a final copy. 
Did this cumbersome process of a group-written research report solve Winston's 
problem? Only one paragraph in one paper (out of nine) contained 11ny copied 
material. In each group, at least three of the four students could answer a main idea 
and a key detail question about every subtopic in the group's paper. This retention is 
attributable, I think, to the oral reports. This stage seemed to ensure the 
comprehension of content almost as well for those who heard the reports as for those 
who did the research. 
Of course, students must learn to write research reports entirely by themselves. 
They must learn how to take notes and how to quote within a paper. However, this 
brief unit helped my students by inserting the comprehend what you read stage into 
the research process. While this was the goal, there were also additional benefits 
from the unit. 
There was a multiplication of reading sources. While only three sources were 
required, several students found more. I discovered two reasons. Competition within 
groups led some students to find more. The group editing of source cards and the first 
oral report also led to many comments beginning, "Hey, I found something you may 
want to read." Students were surprised at how quickly the list or sources grew to 
twelve, all of which seemed necessary. 
Students let me know in post-unit discussions that they had never done so much 
work before actually writing one of those copied reports. This unit did much to build 
respect among my student writers for prewriting activities. 
Students were enthusiastic about writing. {Yes, it happens!) They found the 
topics nonthreatening. I did notice that the fossil fuels topic generated the least 
involvement so I probably will not use it again. The topic based on my surname was 
assigned in each of my classes to groups of often diruptive students who accepted the 
assignment enthusiastically as a challenge to find some skeleton in the teacher's 
closet {even though I have never lived in Okalahoma and am not related to any of the 
persons researched). Students found the work routine comfortable. They were 
already knowledgeable and excited about their topics before they wrote. They had peer 
support throughout the unit. They found the result rewarding. They had learned and 
could share their new knowledge in both spoken and written forms. They had 
experienced success through cooperative effort. 
Winston asked as final papers were being submitted, "This is what we're suppposed 
to be doing by ourselves on those science project papers, isn't it?' I was so relieved to 
hear the question and to give the answer, "Yes, it is, and you can do it that way. You 







My father was 11 weapon. Heavy artillery. God's howitier. He w11s one of those 
fire and brimstone Baptist preachers before the Pentecostal televangelists became the 
biggest guns in the Battle of the Bible Belt. 
While a howit2er is not a personal weapon, it can be personally advantageous to 
own one. The day I went to meet the principal of my new school, I was proud to have 
the big gun with me. I felt like a German general ordering Big Bertha into action. 
School administrators had always reminded me of snipers, lurking behind lockers and 
around corners to strike stragglers strayed from the pack. I was not afraid to meet 
the new principal. I commanded a bigger weapon than he could field. My father, all 
three hundred plus pounds of roll-of-thunder voice, was the big stuff. 
I was itching for action. I had not wanted to move to Howtonville, but my father 
had been hired by the church. There had been no arguing with the 'call of God" nor 
with the larger congregation and the higher salary. Nevertheless, the move would 
interfere with my plans. 
At the end of tenth grade I was ahead in credits, on schedule to be graduated a year 
early and accepted by a big-name school. While my parents were not too enthusiastic, 
feeling that seventeen would be too young to go away to college, r received support from 
a teacher in my former school whose own son had finished two years early. My 
parents were pleased with my grades but not overjoyed with my goals of early gradua-
tion and study at some prestigious out-of-state university. I was not about to let them 
slow me down, so even without their understanding or encouragement I was coasting 
toward valedictorian of an eleventh-year senior class. 
There we were-Howtonville. St. Stephens County High School. No band. A physi-
cal plant about as attractive as a row of 1951 speculation houses. The first week. after 
the move, having survived the adventure of stepping around, over, and through boxes, 
we rode-my father and I-down to the high school. I seldom felt proud of him, but to-
day I did. Here was my preacher-father to introduce the up and coming star of the 
intellectual universe to this probably mediocre principal of an assuredly mediocre 
school. No doubt the man would be impressed with the best valedictorian ever to grace 
his graduation platform, a feather in his cap for county principals' meetings. 
We entered the musty smelling main hall. I was reminded of seventh-period locker 
rooms. It certainly looked lik.e a typical school. The walls were green, two shades of 
green. I had always envisioned a freshly opened can of LeSueur's Very Early Peas. 
The washable epoxy paint on the lower five feet was darker, like the peas themselves; 
the latex on the upper walls, lighter and thinner like the preservative soup in which 
the peas were canned. Even at this school, students had found some way to soil the 
soup, giving the impression that teenagers walk on walls. 
The principal heard us in the hallway and called from his command post, the voice 
echoing like a BB shot in a barrel, "Y'all come on back. I'm just in this office." 
The same pea soup had been spilled on the principal's office. The upper walls had 
just been walked on less. As we entered and went through the normal introductions, 
mostly between the two adults, I judged this foe. He had to be one of those has-been-a-
coach principals. His nose had been broken more than once, making it scrunch up and 
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then meander down his face rather like a catalpa worm on the hot seat of a fishing 
boat in July. He kept his hair in a flat top. This was years after anyone other than a 
few retired master sergeants had worn that style. As he stood and leaned across the 
desk to shake my father's hand, the flat top leveled with the joint of peas and soup. 
The colors contrasted, hair and wall, and I understood why this master sergeant prin-
cipal wore such an outdated hairstyle. The hair was a sissy color-yellow-actually 
deep yellow tinged with red. 
Even though the flat lines of hair contrasted with the crook of the nose, the colors 
of hair and face blended well. The face was also ruddy, the red that white men get the 
first day of a Florida vacation or the last day of a weekend drunk. 
After I had explained the courses I needed for graduation, Mr. Fisher spoke in that 
slow deep voice which combatants affect when their flanks are exposed and they must 
bluff or retreat "Well, I just can't add a junior to them senior classes, English and 
government. They're already overloaded at forty-four, and the state allows only 
thirty-five." 
Expecting my father to recognize his advantage and to attack with his most Godly 
Sunday sermonic voice to explain that, regardless of age, his son was entitled to take 
the senior courses, I was stunned at his meek surrender. "Yes, Mr. Fisher, I 
understand." 
The principal, then a winner by default, stood, signaling the end of the skirmish. 
He congratulated my father. "I knew you'd understand, preacher." 
At that point I certainly did not understand. What was my voice-of-God father 
doing? He never fired a shot for my cause. This was my introduction to the possibili-
ty that at Armageddon God may surrender. Perhaps he will be tired. · 
Maybe he does not dream his son's dreams. 
DAFFODIL YELLOW 
She wanted to capture a feeling with her classroom decor. She wanted that intensity of the week 
after spring break. The paint store clerk recommended daffodil yellow. It sounded right. The strip on 
the sample chart looked right. 
Daffodil. On the chart, the can labels, the cardboard cases, the purchase order--an unbroken trail of 
paper documents the color of this classroom Daffodil. 
Classie Jennings, may she rest in peace, would demur. Not daffodil. Not like her favorite variety, 
Hen and Chick. Not even like the newly bred King Alfred with its giant center trumpet. Not like any 
daffodil she ever tended, and she had had them all. Daffodil? Not daffodil. Why does no paint chart 
ever look like a daffodil? 
What about those other colors whose names we have misappropriated from 
nature? Where would spilt peacock blue ink possibly not be noticed--on a 
peafowl's feathers or on an office supply store shelf? Where could a Kelly green 
skirt more easily be lost--on a hillside of shamrock or at the dry cleaners? With 
which does a camel tan coat blend better--the dromedaries of Nah,111al 
Geographic or a bag of discount store dog meal? 
Welcome to the classroom painted synthetic pigment 11907_ Not daffodil. 
More like pineapple concentrate. Definitely synthetic pigment. Give it a number, 




They said he was a puppy when they brought him to us, 
sitting nobly in the back seat of the car, and so he must 
have been, though the beautiful Irish setter was actually as 
large as a small horse. For his safety and our sanity, 
Reggie was chained in the backyard for several weeks, as our 
nearness to the busy road was a hazard for him. His misery 
was evidenced by his ceaseless barking, causing him to be 
dubbed Sir Reginald Von Bark-a-Lot, as he sat stately on his 
haunches, rolled his head from side to side, and barked and 
barked and barked, at anything or at nothing. Finally we 
allowed him to run free, and free he was, to establish 
firmly his reign over the neighborhood. 
Our son Steve was officially his master, but Reggie soon 
made it plain that he would do as he pleased. There was no 
meanness or viciousness in him, but there was also no 
controlling him. His actions indicated that he was sure he 
owned':!§_. Some of his antics caused extreme irritation, but 
it is mostly with a chuckle that we remember him. 
The back porch soon became one of his favorite stations. 
He often lay sprawled against the storm door and dreamed 
away the hours, frequently rousing enough to thump, thump, 
thump against the door with a mighty paw--as if to assure us 
we were not left unguarded. If we wanted to open the door, 
it was only with his permission, and even then we might have 
to step over him. 
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His voracious appetite was not to be appeased with 
store-bought food, neither the cheap brand nor the most 
expensive. Table scraps were bis choice, and it was that or 
nothing. He had a taste, however, for anything forbidden, 
edible or not--clothes flapping on the line, the pillow left 
in the hammock, the trash in the cans behind the house. We 
especially remember the cake left over from Laura's wedding 
that her sister Julia put into her car to take back to 
college. She left the car door open while she went back 
into the house to get more of her things. When she 
returned, she discovered cake remains all over the ground 
and Reggie happily licking his chops, with a "life of Riley" 
grin spread over his face. 
Reggie went where he pleased, and he left his mark as he 
chose. To find a cool place to sleep, he scratched away the 
surface soil, excavating a depression to fit his mighty 
frame, and placed himself against the cool earth. He liked 
variety. He would tire of one spot, then get up and dig 
another, frequently making four or five new holes in one 
day. The area most to his liking was on the east side of the 
house near the azalea or nandina bushes, the growth and 
beauty of which were not enhanced by his invasions. He 
especially enjoyed any spot where we attempted to plant new 
flowers or shrubbery. Except for the enormous oak trees, 
almost nothing grew in our yard without Reggie's permission. 
This was true for other animals as well as for plants. 
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Anything that moved--be it bird, bee, or butterfly--was 
subject to Reggie's investigation. He went galloping across 
the yard, tail flying, intent on maintaining the security of 
his territory. He was most respected by the family cats, 
who tried to stay out of his way by confining themselves to 
the barn and scampering to safety whenever Reggie came 
around. Kittens, however, were unwise to his ways. 
Whenever a new litter reached the age to broaden their 
horizons beyond the walls of the barn, the noble canine was 
eager to make their acquaintance. He would take each warm 
furry creature in his great jaws and love it literally to 
death. Those kittens surviving his affection were few 
indeed. 
One Christmas Steve came in and asked if I had a piece 
of red cloth and some white fur material. He wanted me to 
make a Santa Claus hat and beard. Not knowing his 
intentions, I whipped up the requested items on the sewing 
machine, complete with elastic the lengths Steve specified, 
When he called us outside to see Reggie wearing the hat and 
beard, we laughed hysterically until our sides ached. Steve 
brought him into the living room where "Reggie Claus" posed 
with dignity in front of the Christmas tree to have his 
picture made. 
A regular activity of Reggie's was to greet my husband 
when he arrived home on his school bus every afternoon, He 
sniffed around the bus to assure himself it was no intruder, 
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then circled our property as if to re-confirm the boundaries 
of his kingdom. One afternoon my husband accidentally left 
the bus door slightly ajar. The next morning he discovered 
Reggie in the driver's seat, his paws on the steering wheel, 
looking out the window as if to say, "I own this bus, Now 
get in and I'll take you where you're going." 
One afternoon Reggie didn't come home. Mighty as he 
was, he had encountered something he could not master. 
We could only hope the impact of the car that struck him was 
mercifully quick. We brought him home to be buried down 
behind the barn, to rest where he had reigned so thoroughly 
for so long, 
Yes, we can now plant flowers in the yard, I can again 
hang clothes on the line, and we can leave the car door open 
as we bring in groceries. But we still look and listen for 
Reggie. He affected us in so many ways, both pleasant and 
irritating,that we cannot forget him; we remember him mostly 
with humorous affection. 
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What Did You Dream in School Today? 
June Harbison 
"I'm just a poor old dirt farmer," you said, 
as you toiled in the fields 
day after day, 
season after season, 
caked with the soil and leathered by the sun, 
to provide for us children. 
But we knew better--
We knew that under those muddy, sweat-stained clothes 
was a heart full of love, 
that beneath the weathered, misshapen old hat 
was a mind that yearned to know. 
I remember your stories 
of how you struggled 
for the little schooling you were able to obtain, 
finishing high school after you were a man. 
I listened as you told about your teachers--
men you cal led "professor" --
in tones of deep respect. 
I remember the story of how you left school 
and left the farm 
to go and fight in the great war--
"the war to end all wars"--
because it was something 
you had to do, 
and how you came home from the war 
to help send your brothers and sisters to school. 
Material things were not abundant, 
only the yearning.to know--
the dream you gave us. 
The first daughter 
graduated from high school, 
and she dreamed of college. 
There was no money 1 
but that didn't stop you, Daddy. 
You put on a clean white shirt, 
took her over to 
Jacksonville State Teachers' College, 
walked proudly 
into Dr. Houston Cole's 
office, and said, 
"Doc, this girl has t.o go to col lege-- 1 ' 
And somehow she dtd. 
She set the dream. 
She made you proud 
because she opened the books--
and they opened her world. 
And because she did it, 
we could too. 
This was your dream. 
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The first son, 
your namesake, 
worked with you on the farm 
and learned to love the soil--
its smell, its feel. 
He too dreamed. 
He left the little farm 
to become a scientist of the soil, 
earning a PhD in agronomy, 
taking every possible course 
Auburn would allow. 
We called him our professional student, 
and he made you so proud. 
I shall never forget that moment at his graduation. 
Your five-seven frame 
looked ten feet tall 
when the president 
asked the parents to stand. 
This was your dream. 
The second son, 
the last of the four, 
the mechanic among us, 
always fascinated 
with things that had moving parts, 
Lincoln Logs, Tinker Toys, erector sets, 
puzzles of all kinds, 
the electric train, the bicycle, the Soap Box Derby--
He too dreamed. 
He co-op'ed 
through Auburn 
to a degree 
in mechanical engineering. 
This was your dream. 
And me--
the middle child--
neither first nor last--
just the middle. 
Nothing to hold on to. 
But there were the books--
books that opened worlds 
of fantasy and wonder--
I lived in those worlds--
And there was you, Daddy: 
e;entl•~, lovinr.;, encouraging. 
How many times you asked, 
'*'what did you learn in .school today?" 
Invariably I replied, 
11 Nothing." 
But you knew better--
We knew better. 
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Harbison 
You helped me to overcome timidity, 
insecurity, 
the scars of criticism. 
This was your dream. 
I remember you. 
I tbank you. 
I love you 
for supporting me, 
for believing in me, 
for sharing with me, 




PERSONAL NOTE TO A VERY LARGE LIZARD 
What an intriguing enigma you are, Al E. Gator! You 
came uninvited to inhabit our lake three summers ago, and 
our perception of the menacing Florida 'gator has been 
changed forever. The news that yoL1 were there came as quite 
a surprise to me. The ,fisherman at my door annoL1nced 
tentatively that he had seen you and wondered if I was aware 
o,f your presence. How long had you been there? Not long, I 
reasoned, for you are too large at eight feet plus to be 
ignored. My initial disbelief that you could have come many 
miles across land to inhabit a small private lake soon 
changed to awe when I saw you glide gracefully by my 
observation point the next day. The diamond-sparkling 
ripples covering our summer-green lake had always seemed to 
promise unexpected treasure, and there you were--an oddity 
in Northeast Alabama, but a treasured one, nonetheless. 
In your third summer here, I observe you as I have so 
many times before. You are more difficult to see in the 
lush greenery while you feed under the overgrowth along the 
bank. Only your ridged brow and rounded nostrils, disguised 
as; fl ashes of rippling silver, appear out of th.e water while 
you wait most patiently for some delectable morsel. As you 
continue to glide silently along, directed by the smooth, 
vi si bl e movement of yoL1r tail Llnderwater ., mL1ch more of yoL1r 
body emerges; and the silver-pocked plati~g of your back 
moves more swiftly when you spot your second course. From 
my vantage point above yoL\, with the sun briefly hidden 
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behind a cloud, I notice a change in your plated skin, which 
nm~ looks like spiked dun-leather squares. You appear 
ageless, as if spawned from the ooze of creation, in this 
glimpse before you suddenly disappear to finish feasting 
Ltnderwater. I shall look forward to seeing you again soon, 
As I reflect on the stir you have caused in this area 
during the past three years, you obviously intrigue the 
imagination. NumeroL\S qLtestions aboLtt your movements, a 
newspaper article, and mLtch debate over whether you should 
be removed or be allowed to remain attest to your being a 
fascinating topic of habitual conversation (much better than 
the weather). Although your safety has been downgraded from 
endangered species to shoes and bag material, we do not 
consider you a ''nuisance alligator"--your current official 
status according to the wildlife service. You do seem such 
an essential part of the lake now. We still marvel at your 
armor plating, forever silver in the sunlight. You look 
like an ancient warrior, commanding respect for yoLtr great 
strength and inspiring fear for your potential danger. In 
our presence, however, you have been benign, even shy, Just 
between you and me, it has been a pleasure to observe you 
and to feel familiar with your habits, I hesitate to 
mention the dilemma your lengthy stay has caused. Although 
we don't wish to appear inhospitable, we really do need to 
help you find another home. Whatever the resolution of this 
dilemma may be, thanks for the memories, Al! 
Suzanne Hobbs 
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VIDEO MOVIE MADNESS 
Tei rent or not to rent: "that is the question." High 
drama, indeed, comparable to a Shakespearean tragedy, is the 
dilemma foisted on the unsuspecting public by twentieth 
century technology. What could be more harmless, you ask, 
than to bring video movies into the privacy of your own 
home, to watch with the aid of your VCR at your leisure, 
uninterrupted by commercials for everything from deodorant 
to cat food? This could be a truly companionable activity 
that even allows the freedom of a1 bathroom break whi 1 e the 
VCR patiently waits on ''pause.'' Beware, however, for the 
pitfalls lie all about us; and we modern consumers become 
easily trapped. The very fabric of our marital tranquility 
i ■ threatened as we become undisciplined addicts to the 
curse of instant gratification with the power of the remote 
control firmly in hand. 
''To sleep, perchance to dream;'' nay, there is no rest 
for the weary--not while there is one movie still left to 
watch of that batch of five brought home for viewing over 
the weekend. Why five? They were a discount bargain, 
company was coming <you know the deplorable state of the art 
of conversation), and I tried to rent a variety to please 
everyone (foolish me). How could I miss with such titles as 
''Return of the Living Dead,'' ''Romancing the Stone,'' and 
"GhostbL1sters"? No matter whether we are being exposed to 
zombies lurching forth from the grave, a handsome adventurer 
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and a leggy blonde attempting to escape mayhem and murder, 
or a giant marshmallow man sliming the streets with sticky 
goo, we shall bravely keep repeating, ''We are being 
entertained! This is great fun!" Talk about a tragic hero 
(or heroine, as the case may bel having to endure 
''Outrageous Fortune.'' Let's just hope that we don't go 
"Nuts" because of this "Fatal Attraction." \~e might turn 
into "The Lost Boys" who cannot "Stand Alone" in this "Dark 
Age" on "Wall Street" as we "Witness" a "Stakeout" and 
wonder, ''Where Are the Children?'' Living on the back side 
of nowhere may make us feel that we roam ''The Emerald 
Forest'' or that we could be involved in ''The Legend of 
Tarzan,'' but that is true only when we swing into the 
fantasy world of videos, from which we find it so difficult 
to part. 
''Parting is such sweet sorrow, ••. ,'' but we must get 
back to the realistic problem of returning the videos on 
time. Woe be unto us if we must pay the dreaded late 
charge. Our bleary eyes become a bit more bloodshot as we 
watch, while eating breakfast, the last of the five movies 
rented. Grits and ''Alien'' may not mix very well, but we 
video fanatics are hooked on the power of controlling what 
we see and when we see it, no matter how inappropriate our 
choices. Are we really in control? Can we escape this 
madness? Do we want to? After all, we are paying much less 
than is charged in a theater as well as avoiding gum on the 
soles of our shoes, loud talkers disturbing our quiet, and 
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lovers blocking □Lit'" view. These benefits entice us to 
indulge our couch potato behavior at home. Do we constantly 
procrastinate life's daily duties? Are we becoming as pale 
as "Flowers in the Attic"? It seems worth all the adversity 
we mL1st suffer. 
''Whether •tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings 
and arrows of,,,'' marital strife or to stop renting video 
movies is the tragic conflict. "Why would we need to resort 
to such drastic measL1res?" yoL1 may ask, The reason is 
simple. At almost any hour, on at least one network, there 
are sweaty people wearing numbers and competing in a 
strenuous athletic endeavor, A husband can become quite 
cranky when he has to face the possibility that he might 
miss a super sports event because the little woman has 
rented a video movie to watch that night. Believe you me, 
there would be no repeat of "Love Story" on the homefront. 
In fact, two fanatics on different wave lengths in the same 
household can create enough static to make your hair stand 
on end even when yoL1 aren't watching "Nightmare on Elm 
Street.'' From this ''Diary of a Mad Housewife,'' I trust you 
will heed the lesson well that renting videos offers us 
little comfort or rest. 
''Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast!'' 
Not a chance, Romeo! After I see that classic version of "A 
Fa:~rewel l to Arms" with Gary Cooper and Helen Hayes and spend 
time in "The Last .Days of Frank and Jesse James," I just 
must watch ''Gone with the Wind'' one more time. 





There I was, groping in the darkness of the closet, hammering nails 
in the walls for space extenders. This was something I swore I'd never 
do. I would have walk-in closets and ample shelves in my house, a place 
for everything. And I did for a while. At least until the horning 
instinct took over and drew my husband, along with me and our three kids, 
back to the family farm in the house filled with nostalgia, but only one 
bathroom and two small closets. Knowing clothes don't hang on memories, 
I followed my mother's example, and with hammer and nails in hand, 
learned to manage. 
Mother always managed. Although she never finished high school, 
being one of thirteen children and reared during the depression years 
earned her a PhD in making-do. When there was no Elmer's in the house, 
she made glue out of egg whites, flour and water so I could busy myself 
on a rainy afternoon with paper, scissors and crayons; she could make me 
the fanciest dresses in school out of feed sacks; and she could whip up a 
meal to feed an army when there was nothing in the kitchen. But of her 
many talents, the one that remains unsurpassed was her ability to hold 
together any project or conquer any construction job with a hammer and 
whatever size nails that happened to be at her fingertips. 
When I brought home twenty-five plastic framed religious pictures to 
sell for fifty cents each for the third grade fund raiser, most of them 
got pawned off on accommodating neighbors. But the two we kept were 
securely mounted with ten-penny nails in a shadowy corner of the living 
room wall. (I don't know what happened to the pictures, but the nails ... 
they're still there.) 
The day our eight foot bookcase tottered and swayed from the weight 
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of its volumes of Reader's Digest Condensed Books, threatening to plunge 
forward and crush an unsuspecting browser, Mother wasted no time in 
correcting the problem. At the top right side of the bookcase, she 
secured a four foot piece of swing set chain in the wall with a railroad 
spike. After stretching it taut across the front of the bookcase, she 
anchored it in like manner on the left side. The bookcase moved no more. 
Mother never had built-in kitchen cabinets, but that didn't keep her 
from meeting her storage needs. After seeing a pegboard used to hang 
pots and pans in one of those "100 Projects You Can Make for Under $100" 
sections of a do-it-yourself magazine, Mother knew one of her storage 
problems was solved. But there would be no fancy pegboard and chrome 
hooks for her. Assorted nails driven at random in the wall over the 
stove served the purpose admirably, and she did it for under $100, just 
like the magazine said. 
On a few occasions Mother attacked more demandin9 construction jobs. 
Such an occasion arose a few years after my older sister married and I 
became a teenager. Much to my delight, I inherited her bedroom, the most 
spacious room in the house. Pink sheetrock walls and four long windows 
kept the room bright and airy, making it feel even bigger than it really 
was. But in spite of its desirable features, my room had a fatal flaw--
no closet. This was a catastrophe for a teenage girl whose chief goal in 
life was to acquire a different outfit for everyday of the school year. 
Already the 2x4 foot closet my parents and I shared refused to accept 
another garment. Wardrobe selection for me consisted of reaching in the 
black hole and fishing for hangers until one of them held something that 
was mine. I knew my dreams were fantasy and I saw no place for me and my 
clothes. However, Mother, child of necessity armed with hammer and 
nails, came to the rescue. 
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I'm sure it was no accident that Mother was spring cleaning in my 
room when I got home from school that day. Although the furniture had 
been rearranged, that wasn't what caught my eye. My attention centered 
on the pink and white vertical striped curtain that hung almost from 
floor to ceiling, hiding an entire corner of my room. Instantly, I knew 
what she, with Daddy's help, had done. 
''A closet. I have a closet. A real closet.'' 
I threw my books on the floor and poked my head behind a wire-strung 
curtain to find not one, but two mop handle rods ready to support my 
dreams. No more sharing space. No more wardrobe roulette. I had my 
very own closet. 
Now, after more than twenty years of different houses and different 
closets, I still remember that thrill of my first very own closet. The 
memory was extra special the day I spent creating much needed space for 
my own family. 
I still marvel at Mother's inventiveness. Her willingness to make-
do saved us many dollars and provided things we would have otherwise done 
without. I know if she were given the world on a string, she'd take her 
hammer and find the right size nail to hang it on. 
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Shorebouncl 
There you i)re, 
comfortably treading in your 
ocean of thought, 
creating a ripple of questions 
across the waves, 
Here I am, 
shorebound--
wading in the shallows. 
Gently, the ripples break 
around 111y ankles, 
scatter the minnows 
that nibble at my feet, 
and sweep away the sand. 




student-Teacher-Writer: Coming Full Circle 
Another Look at Revision 
After grading the last set of EH 101 essays, I still sat at 
my desk working on a short personal narrative I intended to 
submit for publication. For every five sentences I wrote, I 
scratched out three, and in those three sentences, I crossed 
through words, replacing them with ones that came closer to what 
I wanted to say. For two and one half hours, I wrote and revised 
until I completed a draft of about 150 words. I was exhausted. 
'l'hen I realized I had been doing exactly what I required my 
students to do--write and revise a personal narrative. However, 
the problem with my students was that they were doing only part 
of the assignment: 
clicked. 
the writing. The revision part never 
When I returned their papers with my usual comments and 
questions in the margins, along with grammatical and mechanical 
errors marked, they dutifully took the papers home and rewrote 
them, making sure to correct the mechanics but ignoring my 
marginal comments and questions. 
thought) any attempt at revision. 
Ignoring (deliberately, I 
It was not until I did exactly what I asked them to do that 
I realized they didn't understand what I was asking them to do. 
(If that statement did not make sense, try reading it again.) 
They needed to be taught, not told, revision. Unlike assembling 
a bicycle or warming a can of soup, this skill could not be 
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learned from a manual or handout listing orderly steps. This was 
a process they needed to see and hear in order to understand. 
Even though I was finished writing my personal narrative, I 
wasn't finished with my work for the night. I collected every 
scrap of paper I had written on, regardless of how small or how 
sloppy; I wrote down when I started writing and when I stopped. 
And I wrote a short paragraph explaining why I had written the 
article and the audience to whom it was intended. My students 
were going to have another lesson--a real lesson--on revision. 
The next day I walked into my EH 101 class with my pages of 
handwritten drafts and a typed copy of the article I intended for 
submission. Showing these to my students, I explained my 
previous night's experience with writing and revising. The 
article got mixed reviews, but the comments about the revision 
process 
worked 
were consistent: "You mean you write "things?"; 
that long for 150 words?"; "You mean you may not get 
for this?''; ''I had no idea revising could be so difficult.'' 
"You 
paid 
The day's lesson was successful in that the students 
perceived revision in a new way: revision was not rewriting--it 
was rethinking, tightening, changing. 
•rhat sharing was the first of several in which I used my own 
writing and revising process as a possible model for my students. 
Not only did this technique help the students have a better 
understanding of revision, it also helped establish better 
rapport between student and teacher as well as help the students 
become more audience aware. 
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The Choice is Mine 
This day is reaching out to me 
With the pink softness of dawn. 
Slender fingers of rosy light 
Maryann Cavender Hood 
Stretch above the horizon--
Shimmering, glowing streaks of light. 
The day is reaching out to me. 
Will I reach up and greet it with expectation? 
Or will I scorn its pink freshness? 
Will I soar sky-high? 
Or will I eradicate its glow 
And hide its light 
In the dark recesses of my mind? 
Will I stumble through it, 
Never stretching 
Never reaching? 
The choice is mine. 
This day is reaching out to me. 
Green 
Green reminds me of new growth: 
Tender shoots of winter wheat, 
Pale green willow leaves in early spring, 
Buds swelling with the promise of blossom and fruit. 
Green reminds me of unfinished growth: 




Green reminds me of grass: 
For our contemplation of life: 
Looking inward--loss and bitterness 
Unripe fruit, 
Bitter fruit, 
Looking upward--hope and renewal 
Even as buds with beauty locked inside 
Unfold 
To bring forth fruit 
Ripening in the sweetening sun. 
A broken limb 
May grow again 
And two appear 
Where only one 
Appeared before. 
Yes. • • 
Green reminds me of new growth: 
Hope can burst forth again 
From winter's bleakness. 
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Rich Crea• or Sour Whey? 
I thought my writing 
Was a pitcher of rich cream. 
When it was put into the churn 
Of my critiquing group, 
It was dashed and dashed 
And churned and churned. 
Now, I can't decide 
If my writing is 
Sweet butter, 
Sour whey, 
Or rotten curds -
If it's fit for the publisher, 
The hogs, 
Or the dogs. 
THE CRITIQUING GROUP 
Daniel had no choice: 
He was thrown into the lions' den. 
But I had a choice: 
I willfully jumped into the den. 
I thought the lions were full and satisfied. 
I was mistaken: they were hungry. 
Maryann Cavender Hood 
With Daniel in the den, the lions' mouths were shut. 
Not my 1 ions. 
At the beginning they just nibbled: 
"Just one more little thing," they said. 
But when they got the taste of blood, 
They almost gobbled me. 
With Daniel in the den, the lions' claws were sheathed. 
Not my lions. 
They exercised them furiously. 
"Just one more little thing," they said. 
Scarred anoscratched, 
I wondered if I could survive another battle. 
But my hide is tough. 
I jumped right back into the den. 
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OBEDIENCE 
Maryann Cavender Hood 
Route 8, Box 157 
Gadsden, AL 35901 
{205)547-3282 
418-36-7955 
Col.3:20 Children, obey your parents in all things for this is well-pleasing 
unto the Lord. 
The first thing God did for our earth was to put everything in order. He 
put order in the tiny atom. Electrons orbit the nucleus of an atom. Atoms 
make up matter. The earth and moon are composed of matter. So are the sun and 
all things in the universe. The moon orbits the earth as the earth orbits the 
sun, which moves in an orderly way within the Milky Way. This pattern of order 
repeats itself throughout the vast universe. 
Just as there is order in the universe, so God wants order in our lives. 
God puts order in our lives when we are children through His Word. He says 
that children are to obey their parents, not just in the things they want to 
do, but in all things. Children show parents love by doing what their parents 
tel 1 them. God commands the children to do this even though they may not want 
to do so. Children honor their parents by being obedient to them. The first 
commandment with a promise is "Honor your father and your mother as the Lord 
your God has commanded you so that you may live long and that it may go well 
with you .•• "(Deut. 5:15 NIV), If we obey our parents when we are children, we 
will know how to obey God as adults. We will show Him our love by keeping His 
commandments. 
Parents are commanded by God to correct their children and punish them 
when they disobey. "Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is 
old he will not depart from it " (Proverbs 22:6)., "Foolishness is bound in the 
heart of the child, but the rod of correction will drive it far from him." 
(Proverbs 22:15) I'm sure some children wish these words were not in the Bible. 
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Because he did not bring his children up to be obedient, Eli, God's 
prophet, brought punishment upon his own sons and his future generations. (I 
Sam. 3:13) 
But Miriam obeyed her mother and saved her baby brother's life. Later 
this brother, Moses, saved not only Miriam's life but the lives of millions of 
Israelites. 
The mother hen teaches her little chicks to run under her wings for 
protection. When she sees a hawk, she gives her warning call to her little 
chicks. If they do not heed this call, the hawk swoops down, snatches the 
fluffy little chick in his sharp talons, and soars away with it to eat or feed 
his own little ones. The little chick is destroyed. As the mother hen warns 
her little chicks, human mothers and fathers warn their children of dangers 
that may harm or destroy them. 
Children who learn to obey and heed the warnings of their parents and 
teachers save themselves much sorrow and can look forward to a precious 
promise of God--a long life. 
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Maryann Cavender Hood 
THE OLD OAK TREE 
The old oak, her gnarled, dead fingers still stretched into the sky, 
brings a panorama of American history to mind. No one remembers when she was 
not there. She was there when Creek Indians shaped their arrowheads, leaving 
evidence of scattered white, quartz chips and bits of broken flint beneath her 
living limbs. She was there over a hundred years ago as slaves huddled beneath 
her protective branches, waiting to be sold to new owners. Like wildflowers in 
the midst of summer's drought, their heads withered and drooped. Her 
protection betrayed them as they tearfully parted from their families and 
friends. The ancient oak stood as a sentinel between the sagging slave house 
and the smokehouse with its gray, weathered logs held together with long wooden 
pegs. She was already an ancient oak when my grandparents decided to build 
their home near its sheltering shade. 
Six generations of children from the same family leaped from root to root 
around the old tree. My brother, cousins, and I played round and round the 
tree, joining our hands, stretching out our arms, trying to span the trunk. 
; , But we were never completely able to do this, because the massive, moss and 
lichen-covered roots, running outward from the tree thwarted our efforts. The 
old oak served as a gigantic chain linking generation to generation. 
The old tree saw many sights and heard various sounds. Crowds of 
relatives and friends in the corrrnunity gathered on special occasions to enjoy 
food and fellowship in the shade of the old oak. Snow white tablecloths were 
spread over tables groaning under their burden of food-- platters heaped with 
crisp fried chicken, bowls brirrrning with creamy corn, green beans boiled down 
with country-cured ham, fried okra, plates of fresh sliced tomatoes, cat's head 
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biscuits, fried apple pies, and Grandmother's special black walnut cake 
dribbled with chocolate sauce. I waited impatiently, hoping to get a pulley 
bone and a big chunk of Grandmother's black walnut cake. Most of the time 
children had to wait for grown-ups to be served. I might get a wing if I were 
lucky. The old tree's umbrella shaded a procession of cars from the T-models 
of the twenties, with their running boards, used to seat the overflow of 
birthday party friends, to the sleek cars of the eighties, with no running 
boards. 
In the spring, clouds of dusty, yellow pollen from the rusty blossoms 
sifted through the air. Mighty swarms of honeybees flew over the oak as my 
grandmother and I tried to make them settle down by banging together broken 
pieces of plowshares. The clanging reverberated through the old tree. The 
beegums, square wooden boxes built by my grandfather, were clustered under the 
scuppernong vines just north of the old oak. After the bees settled down 
Granddaddy put them into the beegums. A lone mockingbird trilled a variety of 
melodies from a branch high overhead as noisy bluejays chimed in with their 
raucous screeching and chattering. In the morning coolness, before the mists 
dissipated, a wood thrush sang his soul-lifting melody. 
In the summer, my grandfather usually took his afternoon nap in the 
welcome coolness under this tree. Beside him lay the iron "horn", a heavy, 
hollow tube, larger on one end. My grandmother used this "horn" to call 
Granddaddy from the fields. When his nap was finished, I liked to stand under 
the shade of the tree and try out this "horn" by tensing my lips against its 
opening and forcing my breath down its length. The sound which came from this 
old wagon thimble could be heard far beyond the old oak. My grandmother never 
let me experiment very long. It grated on her nerves, and she was afraid it 
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would alarm the neighbors almost a mile away. I liked to lie down on my grand-
father's sweat-soaked pallet made from an old patchwork quilt. Sweat bees lit 
on my arms as I lay in the sultry summer heat and fingered the rough bark and 
I 
soft green moss of the old tree. During the afternoon thunderstorms, forked 
streaks of 1 ightning p 1ayed among the branches. At night, the II Jack-married-a-
wi dow ! Jack-married-a-widow!" of the whippoorwill interrupted the chorus of 
katydids throbbing through the leaves. 
In the fa11, the leaves were splotched with bits of yellow, but most of 
them just curled and turned brown. Some of these curling brown leaves of fall 
hung on until they were covered with winter's frost and icicles. The branches, 
almost bare, swayed and moaned softly in February's wind. Season followed 
season as time stamped his ink on the, pages of history. 
Lightning struck repeatedly. With sudden summer storms, the dead fingers 
of the old oak are slowly dropping to the ground. Time and life ran out for 
the old oak. The link is broken. Never again will she share shade or stretch 
her fingers toward the sky. Yet our memories of her linger. 
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I've Been filled 
by Robin Jennings 
I didn't realize how thirsty I was, 
Until I came to drink our 
exciting cup of shared inspiration 
And partake of the exotic stream of new creations. 
I didn't realize how hungry I was, 
Until I ate rich food of praise, 
And began to be sated with 
Newfound confidence in myself and all of you. 
I didn't realize how blind I was, 
Until new insights given by concerned others 
Opened new vistas for me 
To see with excitement 
and understanding. 
I didn't realize how deaf I was, 
Until new voices reached me 
With answers to unsolved problems 
Giving me music of hope and 
new expectation. 
I didn't realize how lost within myself I was 
Until I found new friends 
Who wanted to share themselves with me 
Making the warmth of their laughter 
fill me completely. 
Thank you friends ••• 
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"1eaching Haiku" 
by: Robin Jennings 
Teaching poetry composition is fun and easy to do. Poetry can stimulate 
feeling, seeing and thinking in your students. Sometimes a poet can give us a 
mood or picture in just a few words. The image is exciting because it comes 
immediately. 
Haiku is a form of poetry designed to "paint" in words an image from 
nature. We all respond to seasons and weather with an individual yet universal 
understanding. That is one .reason why haiku can be composed and appreciated by 
everyone. 
Haiku seems to naturally come from experiencing,which is an important step 
of the prewriting stage of composition. The following statements were spoken to 
fellow college students before they composed an individual haiku: 
"Imagine a night sky; it is clear, moonlit, with stars bright and twinkling, 
A few thin clouds inch across the face of the moon. Describe 
what you see, feel, hear in as vivid a description as possible." 
The following are examples of the haiku composed by students who prefer to 
remain anonymous: 
Black sky, endless 
Twinkling lights so bright 
Clouds passing swiftly. 
One cold winter night 
Upward in sky shines the moon 
Clouds dance upon it. 
The moon is full now, 
Shining, glowing, shimmering. 
A shooting star falls. 
Each of the students responded with a different haiku, of course, because of 
different life experiences. 
I used these and other examples from books of haiku to teach 
composition to my third grade class. We looked at nature pictures 
such as a pond with mist rising and a summertime field of yellow flowers as 
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well as p1ctures of changing seasons. Although my third graders were not as 
mature using word pictures as college students they enjoyed composing their 
haiku also. The following haiku were composed by some of my third grade 
students: 
The sun shines bright 
It was a shining spring day 
Flowers blooming all around us. 
Flowers bloom in spring 
When it is spring, flowers pop 
Out every where. I love spring. 
Writing haiku can be a great morale booster. One student who rarely 
completed assignments independently, took pleasure in composing this poem: 
I like an eagle 
Because it is pretty and nice 
To look at in spring, 
As the children finished their haiku, illustrating the poetry seemed to be 
a natural bridge into artwork. Many ch1ldren wanted to create more than one poem. 
While the self-directed students completed their haiku, individualized instruction 
was given to those students who needed extra help. 
The rules of haiku are simple. The poems are unrhymed. Each poem must be 
three lines. The first line has five syllables; the second line has seven syllables; 
and the third line has five syllables (seventeen syllables on three lines). I 
use haiku to review rules of syllabication, reminding the students that syllables 
(vowel sounds) are not the same as words. 
The poems usually refer to nature or the seasonal variations of nature. 
Children can learn to appreciate the beauty of word pictures and create vivid 
images independently. They should develop their interest in poetry not by 
analyzing it but by creating it. Haiku is an excellent vehicle for teaching 
word phrases as well as similes. 
I 
Haiku is fun to write! During a National Writing Project class at 
Jacksonville State University (1988), with other teachers, I shared the idea 
of teaching haiku at all levels from elementary to post secondary. We 
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discussed comparing the development of students' "languaging" abilities from 
lower elementary grades upward since the form is easily adapted to all levels 
of ability. Everyone then composed a haiku. Here are some examples: 
The wind howls loudly 
In the winter when the snow 
Falls softly at night, 
by: Robin Jennings 
Falling sheets of rain 
Enclose me in a dream world 
Like sheets on my bed, 
by: Laura Butler 
Gardenia blossom, 
Soothing fragrance in the air 
God's summer cologne. 
by: Gene Rhodes 
Rainbow on asphalt 
Near my toes summer showers 
Paint God's gift in oil. 
by: Gena Christopher 
Spiraled shape of shell 
Can hold the ocean's deep voice 
Or tell its secrets. 
by: Suzanne Hobbs 
Child reached to gather 
Shining diamonds in the dark 
They melt at her touch. 
by: Michael Johnson 
Many teachers already were using haiku for creative writing assignments. Comments 
from other teachers said they thought it would be fun to teach haiku. One 
teacher responded, ''This is an excellent way to structure students' writing 
while not squelching creativity." A college professor said, "I think this 
strategy is particularly suited to restoring the visual imagination of our 
_students. It also makes them appreciate the difficulties involved in such a 
demanding form." A sixth grade teacher said, "This is an excercise any student 
can successfully complete." Another teacher added, "Haiku is especially 
useful for making writing concise and image-provoking." "Students need to 
eliminate clutter," was another comment from someone who taught junior college 
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students. 
Japanese poets have been writing haiku for hundreds of years. Some 
particularly beautiful images are written by poets in a book entitled Cricket 
Songs edited by Harry Behn. I enjoyed reading I See The Winds by Kazue 
Mizumura, In a Spring Garden edited by Richard Lewis (Ezra Jack Keat's 
illustrations are good models for student artwork), and The Seasons of Time 
by Virginia Olsen Baron. Students need several examples of haiku for modeling 
and for becoming acquainted with the form. The following three poems were 
written by Japanese writers: 
A giant fire-fly; 
That way, this way, that way, this 
and it pass-es away. 
by: Issa 
from An Introduction to Haiku 
edited by: Harold Henderson 
An old silent pond ••• 
A frog jumps into the pond, 
Splash! Silence again. 
by: Basho 
from Cricket Songs 
edited by: Harry Behn 
Snow fell until dawn. 
Now every twig in the grove 
Glitters in the sun light. 
by: Rokwa 
from Cricket Songs 
edited by: Harry Behn 
Don't forget to display the haiku when it is completed. An inexpensive method 
of displaying haiku is an accordion book made from poster board. Several haiku 
can be shown on each side of the book. Another teacher at the N.W.P. suggested 
using paper plates to copy and illustrate the haiku, which are then displayed on 
a bulletin board. 
Haiku is one method of teaching creative writing that is challenging yet 
easy. The results can be simple or complex. I never considered myself a 
poet until I discovered haiku. 
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You Should Have Eaten Hy Grandmother's Cooking 
by: Robin Jennings 
I suppose almost everyone has a standard by which they measure the "best" 
of anything. The standard I use by which to measure "best" cook is the memory 
l have of my grandmothL'r's Sout.hPn1-st.yJe cooking. She began cooking because 
o1 111'.ccssity \d1en her m,m mother dll~d. S\w was only six years old when she 
hr-g;111 11 hclµing nut 11 in the kitchen - having to use a box on which to stand to 
1,·ash the dishes. Trom that beg;nni11g, she cooked for others until her death 
seventy-five years later. During those years, she was responsible for the 
preparaUon of many meals and the creation of many cherished family memories. 
That is why her meals are still remembered many y<'ars later as a t1·ue example 
My idea of "real" Southern cooking may differ from that of other people. 
Greasy fried chicken, g1·i ts, 1 gr-eens, 'possum or chi tlin' s are not what I 
recall as ilen1s on my grandmother's table. Her 111t~als wc1·e sirnple foods 
prepnred fresh from the garden. 'fh(' memory of her cooking- is preserved in my 
111ind in the same way as the rows of canned goods lining her shelves - clear, 
sparkling and wonderful. 
Her kitchen was small with a large fan which stood in the corner, but 
didn't help much in cooling the area. In the summer she would cook lunch and 
dinner in the morning before the kitchen was hot. She kept the food in her 
oven tor the remainder of the day for anyone to cat that wanted to. I remember 
how she would perspire as she worked over the meal. She was snort:· and heavy-
set and the exe1·tion of preparing the food made her too warm, after cooking 
it, to eat anything. ·Many times I remember her g<>ing to sit fo her chair in 
lm·ge family of five children and many l',Umrlchildn•n. 
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I am not the only person who thought my grandmother's cooking was 
incomparable, Asking members of my family to remember their favorite item 
brought several replies and each pc,rson had a dHterent reason for his/her 
choice. One sister recal.led my grandmother's chicken and dumplings and the 
f 1· i.ed i ish \>.1lli ch h'nu ld have heen caught. un cant! poles by my gnrndparents that 
day. Another cousin remembered baked macaroni and cheese rich with eggs awJ. 
butter prepared especially as a treat for her. Others recalled fresh corn or 
peas or okra picked from m}' grandmother's garden which was served with clear 
iced tea and golden, crisp cornbread, (My grandmother always served these 
vegetables with her homemade chow-chow, relishes and- fresh tomatoes), 
Watermelons and cantaloupes were also in abundance. 
Even more delicious were Marna Ruth's desserts, Our favorite was her 
cobbler pie. The crust 1<as crisp with butter and sugar sprinkles on top with 
deeper layers of strawbPrries or blackberries bet1<een layers of softer dou3h, 
Otlter creations \l)ere creamy raisin-studded rice puddings and three-layered 
coconut cakes or tea cake cookies which were the size of small saucers, 
My fa\'orite meal was not lunch or dinner. IL was breakfast. When I was 
three years old, I remember spending the ni.ght with my grandmother, 1 would 
be awakened the next morning by the smell of coffee ·cooking on the back burner 
of the stove, My gr;111dmother didn't. own nn ekctric percolator. The smell of 
her coffee was rich and more wonderful than the aroma of campfire coffee ou a 
misty morning, Not only did it smell wonderful, the coffee was clear, amber-
colored, and strong witJ1 not a hint of coffee grounds, Eight O'clock coffee 
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I also watched her every morning making homemade buttermilk biscuits, She 
had a hand-carved wooden bowl, that was used for biscuit making. She couldn't 
tell anyone how to fix the biscuits because she didn't measure anything by 
standard measurements: A pinch ot salt, a lump of Morrell lard, and two or 
three handfuls of !lour w<>ul<.l go into Liu' J,o-,I along with f.rcsh buttermilk 
1ddch had lumps ot bull<'r swirl inf-\ ill th,• 111\Jk. The dough would then lw 
kneaded, She woulll pi[ll~'h off small pieces Dt the dough, roll it in her hands 
and pat it down into an old steel pan that had little bumps in the bottom of it, 
The biscuits would all be mashed flat and then put into the oven. In fifteen 
minutes, less, they woul<.l come out of the oven into an eager mouth, The 
biscuits were small and rounded, wit.h browne<.l tops and crusty bottoms, just 
ready for rny choice of homemade preserves and butter. 
"Are you ready for an egg·? 11 she v.1ould ask. 
11 Could I have two7 11 I'd question her. 
11 1'11 fix them as long as you eat them, honey, 1' she'd reply. 
Later when I was six years old my grandmother began a ritual that has made 
a coffee lover out of me until this day. My father wouldn't allow me to drink 
coffee because it 1;asn' t good-for-me, My grandmother didn't agree but would 
never argue with him. She allm,ed me to drink coffee at her house only when I 
let her "fix" it. She put just enough cofke in to flavor the milk and sugar. 
She and I both knew it w;isn' t really coffee but: the pretend part was the most 
fun. I would have my cup of 11 coffee" with h<!r and my grandfather. I always 
felt so favored in their company, It wns a., if they gave me their undivided 
nttenti.on ,,:hen I ,,..1as playing grown-,1p with Lhem during our breakfast. 
That ritu:-11 has b1_•e1: recreated many times iu rny li_fr_~ as 1 drink cof.Cec :1nd 
visit \dlh loved ont~s. The warm feeling thal comes from sharing time and 
food together with family and fl'i.ends began long ago ·with my grandmother, Ruth 
Presson, 
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Reaching child gathers 
Shining diamonds in the dark: 
~tel.ting at her t.ouch. 
White clouds march northward 
Pine tree dying limbs reaching 




Spinning planets sing 
Celestial song unheard 
For their cosmic dance, 
Prophet's voice crying: 
Prepare the way of the Lord 





It was an odd sight. He was human. He was dressed in his pajamas. He 
had been at home sleeping soundly only a moment before. Now he found himself 
aboard a starship facing creatures impossible to describe in terrestrial terms. 
For the time being, let's describe him as "disoriented" and leave it at that. 
The crew spent a full five standard minutes calming their troubled guest. 
Finally, they convinced him of their harmless intent. Yes, they were indeed 
what he referred to as "aliens" and, furthermore, they wanted him to join 
them. They would show him new sights, new galaxies, and new worlds where he 
would be an alien himself; and through it all they would live and laugh and 
_just generally enjoy life. 
The puzzled passenger scratched his forehead. They were in a hurry, he 
understood, and he would make up his mind quickly. But, he explained, he had 
been asleep, and this was all highly irregular. Maybe this was some kind of 
joke anyway. Yes. After all, it did sound perfectly splendid and he was 
heartily willing to accept the offer. This decision brought resounding 
applause (or in some instances, sincere extra-terrestrial attempts at applause) 
from his new-found friends, 
He did have one request, however. Even though they were in a hurry, 
perhaps they would give him just a few minutes to say goodbye to his wife and 
try to explain all of this to her. 
The aliens furtively glanced at each other; then some turned away and went 
back to their duti~s. Quietly, one who had fingers reached for a notepad and 
stylus. The human stretched out his hand to receive the clumsily scrawled 
note. He looked at it and slowly began to understand. He looked at the alien 
and nodded his head; no hard feelings. He peered at the note one last time. 
"No man, having put his hand to the plow, and looking back, is fit for the 
kingdom of heaven." 
The controls were speedily rattled and manipulated; a blinking light 
became a steady signal emitting a color that could not be seen by the human 
eye. Abruptly, the unfit plowman found that he had re-materialized in his own 
warm bed. --Michael Johnson 
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Coiling Out: of t:he cave: Junior High School Students React: t:o t:he Classics 
Language is a discipline, of the humanities, but the kinship between 
language, literature, philosophy, religion, and fine arts is rarely recognized. 
Public education has missed the obvious and literal meaning of the term 
"language arts." Language is exactly that--an art. Instruction in reading, 
language, spelling, and handwriting in the elementary school and reading, 
writing, listening, and speaking in the secondary school should be delivered 
with an eye to the humanities. 
English teachers and language arts teachers generally see the importance 
of integrating reading and writing. However, many are unable to correlate 
these disciplines because the available reading material--"basal"--is 
uninspiring. Students derive no meaning from their reading assignments because 
meaning in the classical sense--values that the reader may thankfully apply to 
his living--is nowhere to be found. 
The components of the standard basal lesson are a reading selection (often 
designed specifically for use in the public school at a particular grade level) 
with controlled vocabulary, workbook pages and/or "purple flood" ditto masters, 
and relatecl standardized tests. The learning model is very behavioristic; 
there is nothing humanistic--nothing "humanities-oriented"--in it. Like most 
teachers, I found that my students were not profoundly stirred to great heights 
of scholarship by the basal material they read (or did 
not read) and the related pre-packaged lessons. Surely these non-stories do 
not demonstrate our ideal of American education. I wanted to find something to 
challenge them to read, think, discuss, and write as they should in an English 
class. I turned to the classics. 
I teach seventh and eighth grade students in a rural school, Barfield 
Junior High School in Clay County, Alabama. I wanted to find reading material 
for my students that at their age, at their level of cultural literacy, and in 
their environment they would not normally encounter. Certain works of 
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philosophy and literature immediately came to mind: works that would appear 
out of place in the country school setting in this era of back-to-basics, 
competency testing, and workbook-based instruction. 
Using the classics to inspire my students to write was a personal and 
professional challenge, Could I take works of classical literature and 
philosophy and 111ake them accessible and palatable to my students? I wanted Lo 
try. 
If you are going to present philosophy to students, where do you begin? 
If Emerson was correct when he said, "Plato is philosophy, and philosophy 
Plato," I concluded that the dean of the ancient Academy was the logical place 
to start. I began with Plato's "Allegory of the Cave" from Book Seven of The 
Republic, one of the most influential works in the development of Western 
thought. 
Socrates, the main character in the dialogue, explains his perception of 
man's condition: mankind is like a group of prisoners chained since birth in 
an underg1·ournl cave where they are deceived, seeing the shadows around them and 
mistaking them for real things instead of understanding that they are only 
facsimiles of real objects. Socrates muses that one of the prisoners might be 
released and forced to leave the cave and learn of the world outside the cave. 
The prisoner would see objects on the earth, the stars and the sun. But upon 
returning to the cave to share his knowledge with his fellow-prisoners, he 
would be met with scorn. They would not believe him. They would consider him 
a liar or a madman. 
Obviously, such a selection immediately lends itself to discus,;ions of 
t heuw. Whnt an~ Plnt<J'S underlying ideas? What is he trying to tell usr: I 
found that my students enjoyed discussing these points and discovering 
education, ignorance, good, evil, realityi opinion1 and illusion as thematic 
elements. Then I lead the class in a discussion of Plato's symbolism and how 
different elements of the settings were used to illustrate Plato's ideas. 
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Writing topics resulted from the exercise. In their writing, students wrestled 
with the ideas they had gleaned from the reading and from the class discussion. 
They wrote about the education of the prisoner who was freed as he turned away 
from the illusions of the shadows and the wrong opinions of the prisoners . 
The students equated the disbelief of the prisoners and their subsequent 
mistreatment of their fellow with evil. They recognized the free one's 
compassion for the ignorant prisoners as good. The students also understood 
that the sun was a symbol for "the Good" (Plato's term). 
My use of Plato's "Allegory" was limited because it is not a story with 
action and realistic characters. The "Allegory" is a starting point. I used 
it as a bridge to another work, The Silver Chair by C.S. Lewis. The situation 
in chapter twelve, "The Queen of Underland," is analagous to the "Allegory" 
scenario. However, this modern fantasy tale is a story with action and 
archetypal characters. 
Students ,;ere able to see how Puddleglum, the obvious hero, corresponds 
clearly to the freed prisoner in Socrates's speech. Under my direction they 
discussed Lewis's characterization techniques. Students wrote about the 
character of Puddleglum, focusing on his bravery and faith. 
The "Allegory of the Cave"/Silver Chair unit ended with students creating 
their own artistic statements based on the characters and events in The Silver 
Chair. The essays were read aloud and the artwork was displayed. The success 
of this unit prompted me to develop other mini-units based on classical 
material. 
I prepared a mini--unit based on an idea that Aristotle discussed in his 
Physics. Aristotle explained that eve1·y object has the ability and the 
propensity to become something else. He called this quality entelechy (a Greek 
term meaning ''having purpose within"). The students and I discussed examples 
of this: the wood organized into a desk; the rock fashioned into a statue; ice 
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becoming liquid becoming vapor. We considered Wordsworth's statement, "The 
Child is The father Of the Man." Then I gave each student an acorn with the 
instruction, "Discuss this acorn in terms of entelechy. 11 
The assignment successfully promoted divergent thinking. Naturally, the 
students discussed the Bbilily of the acorn t.o become the oak (or desiring to 
take the form of the oak, Aristotle would say), but U1e papers were individual 
beyond this initial step. Students discussed different aspects of the possible 
outcomes of the oak as it became the mast of a ship or "thousands of pencils," 
or as it provided a shady spot for a picnic. 
Homer also provided classical inspiration for a reading/writing effort. 
Together, my students and I read from The Odyssey, focusing on the adventures 
involving the Lotus Eaters, the Cyclopes, and the Sirens. Class discussion 
dealt with the ideals and values that Homer used as themes: knowledge, 
happiness, courage, loyalty, religion, hospitality. and resourcefulness. 
Wdting exercises followed. I presented scenarios to the students for 
their consideration. My instructions were, "Select one of the following items. 
Write a paragraph to explain the value that is demonstrated in the situation." 





A thirsty raven found a pitcher of 
too low for her beak to reach it. 
pitcher to raise the water level. 
thirst. 
water, but the water level was 
The raven dropped pebbles into the 
Then she was able to quench her 
On July 20, 1969, two American astronauts made the first manned lunar 
landing. 
In the movie E.T.: The Extraterrestrial, a young boy welcomes an 
alien visitor into his home. 
Before planting their crops, Hopi Indians believe that they must 
first cleanse their minds of all ill will and then pray for a 
successful harvest. 
As v,1ith the 11 acorn c1ssignment," divergent l.hinkiug surtaced based on the 
jndi vidual student's perception a.nd interpretation of a given scenai·iu. 
Landi.ng on the moon was viewed as exemplifying courage ( in performing a 
dangerous action), loyalty (of the astronaut's to their country), and knowledge 
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(as the ideal sought in this undertaking), Most of the students discussed the 
raven scenario in terms of resourcefulness, although some approached it as the 
use of knowledge and reasoning, Hospitality was the most popular topic for 
discussion on ~.T., although loyalty to all living things was second choice. 
Religion was seen as the motivating force in the Hopi situation, although 
personal happiness and loyalty to the tribe wen• seen as factors in the ritual. 
It is important to remember that writing about literature cannot replace 
the immediacy of writing from personal experience. When writing is based on 
reading, the assignment should be structured in a manner to emphasize the 
individuality of the writer. It should be a personal reaction or a personal 
interpretation. If I write about literature, I should write about what the 
work means to me. The idea is closely aligned with J,R,R, Tolkien's wish for 
"applicability" (his term) of his works--that the reader should take a 
selection and apply it to his own life, seeing symbols that would help him cope 
with his 11 dragons. 11 The selections that we give our students must possess 
applicability. The reading material must have meaning. Perhaps that is a 
definition of ''classic'': a work in which the reader· finds meaning that is 
applicable to his situation. There is a relationship between meaning and valu-
es. Values cannot be taught; they must be discovered. When the student finds 
meaning in reading, he discovers personal values. The applicability of the 
classics is the key to correlating reading and writing while providing 
meaningful material for the students. This is my goal for my students in 
having them write in response to works of literature. 
-- Michael Johnsun 
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CHINA BLUE 
by: Cindy Hughes Lynch 
The china blue doll ■its 
On the same shelf. 
She has long been forgotten 
In the haste of yesterday. 
Her· eyes have seen the pain, 
The fear, the joy, 
As the young girl grew 
From an innocent to a woman, 
Aware of the world. 
She has observed all. 
The dust collscts upon her, 
And the memories fade 
l_ike tt1e soft hues in her dress. 
Alaa, she has been left behind, 
And the dreams that were once whispered 
Are now coming true, 
And a child's simple game of make-believe 
Is lost in a doll of china blue. 
A SON WAS BORN TODAY 
by: Cindy Hughes Lynch 
A son .was born today, 
A perfect pink prodigy, 
I wonder how he'll change my life, 
As I hold him to my breast 




by: Cindy Hughes Lynch 
An old man smi 1 e?d 
at me today. 





his generous gift. 




He inclined his head 
several times 
as if to say 
"You made my d,,y." 
What he'll never- know 
he made mine. 
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MISPLACED DREAMS 
by: Cindy Hughes Lynch 
Misplaced dreams--
Scattered upon the floor, 
Left behind 
By a left over life, 
A stepped-over love. 
Tattered pictures 
Hold smiling faces 
8isguising the pain. 
A shoe box full of memories: 
Forgetting the present, 
Dwelling on the past. 
A pressed flower 
Robbed of life, 
Yet still retaining its beauty, 
Lies in the falling dust, 
Crushed into death, 
Just as those misplaced dreams 
Scattered upon the floor. 
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HOLLOW EYES 
by: Cindy Hughes Lynch 
Don't look at me with those hollow eyes. 
You fr·ightEm me. 
I can"t solve your problems. 
I am one among many. 
How can I make a differance? 
Don't look at me with those hollow eyes. 
You can't know what I'm thi.nfdng. 
I can not empathize. 
I .1m wor·lds away from you. 
Does it matter what I do? 
Don't look at me with those hollow eyms. 
You can not reach me. 
I am afraid to reach out to you. 
I can not help you. 
Domsn't everyone feel this way? 
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NO END 
by: Cindy Ht.tghes Lynch 
I saw you 
and the recognition 
W,::\s a noose 
pulled tight 
around my throat. 
The inside 
of the discount store 
closed in on me 
like a small elevator. 
I couldn't get out 
f,o1st enough. 
I ran outside 
to the !;afety 
c,f open air, 
thei sweat 
c1f ·fear 
circling my neck. 
Ten yeans 
have1 past 




Re,l at i cmsh i ps 
that do not 
E!nd pE!acefLtl l y 





by, Cindy Hughes Lynch 
As a sophomore at tt,e lJniversity of Alaba,11a I took a 
classr· □ c)1n mar1n~r and t1is slashing red pen~ He conHnandied 
He assigned the class a seen1ingly :impossible a111 □unt 01= 
Although he disdained CLIFFS 
this handy tool for every new work we studied. 
One day an absentminded jock brought his CLIFFS NOTES to 
article for all to see. 
Sucide,nly hce 
We t1eld cJur breatt1s waiting for tl1e tii··acie 
that would surely follow, hut in a low, 
11 ()\'·dinart ly, 11 hl~ IJetJan, 11 I vJnulc1 b(-s, E•n1··1=\(Jf?d by 
the ·fact that a studerit WtJt.llci brir1g ta class so1nething that I had 
expressly forbidden you to use.'' He cloaraci his throat and 
c:1.11,-l: i nued, sin1:e l am tt,e author of this par·ticular· 
CI_IFFS NOl'ES~ I will overlc3ok this indiscretion. 11 
Class continued without incident. 
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Does a Handicapped Writer Have A Prayer at J.S.U.'s First National 
Writing Project? 
Why can't I write? Was it something that I ate, or perhaps was I 
born under the wrong sign? Is writing something contagious that must be 
caught? Maybe I know where I can catch it; perhaps this is the place. I 
thought that I was a fine writer until I found myself in Mrs. Cauthen's 
English 101 class at J.S.U. where papers were given two grades, one for 
composition, the other for content. Composition I could handle with my 
rhetoric in one hand and my dictionary in the other. Content was the 
k i 1 ler. Essay after essay came back with remarks intended to help me 
improve my ever boring papers. I wrote the way my most dreaded history 
teacher lectured, monotone. Sentence after sentence fit the same mold. I 
remember how I anticipated each meeting. I could not wait for the latest 
tale about Cauthen's cat Pumkin, who (by the way) had his own place at her 
tab le. I was even more excited to make the best of a new opportunity by 
writing a super-interesting essay. Each class I laughed at what Pumkin 
had done, and I left frustrated that once again I had failed myself. 
I was tempted to sweep writing under the rug. No one would have 
stopped me. I declined the opportunity to be in an English honors class 
because I felt the lack of creative energy within me and I did not want to 
fail myself again. 
No c 1 ass cha 1lenged my own creativity near 1 y as much as Eng 1 i sh 101, 
and so I was able to compensate for my writing handicap. The teacher that 
I took for English 102 saw sex in every work that we discussed so ... sex 
it was. I re lated every topic he threw my way to some sexual activity, 
feeling, or body part. I was sure to take him again. In psychology, 
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sociology, and political science, I made myself aware of the theorists 
that each professor seemed especially fond of. Again, 1 wrote what I 
thought the professor wanted to hear. When this failed, my writing 
handicap was usually overlooked because I was in math, not English. Very 
few teachers, beyond Cauthen, really challenged me to improve my bland 
writing. The more 1 wrote dull, lifeless papers, the more 1 felt that I 
myself was dull. Sometimes I wish 1 could understand why my math students 
do not comprehend a certain concept or procedure. I think that I will 
always be able to sympathize with the writing students. 
In the latter part of my undergraduate work, an education course gave 
me hope concerning my writing deficiency. I discovered that 1 was very 
dominantly left-brained. 1 desire structure rather than creative freedom. 
This revelation was a turning point for me; 1 saw a reason for my 
frustration. It was like the realization that my car was in gear after 
unsuccessfully attempting for awhile to start the car. It still may not 
start, but now 1 can begin trying the correct way. 
As I look toward the fifth of August, I hope that I will then see 
myself as a creative writer. 1 have a lot of faith in osmosis; and so if 
you find that 1 am standing oddly close to you, it is only because I think 
that you are especially creative. 
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Mrs. Oswalt, Please Teach Writing in Your Mathematics Classroom 
Writing in the math classroom benefits both the teacher and 
the students. Writing is easily integrated into already established 
lesson plans and is most successful when complemented with a few 
key elements. Writing encourages more students to participate in 
class, reinforces learning, and teaches thinking processes. The 
mathematics teacher does not need to teach writing independent of 
math but rather to use writing in his normal lesson plans. Writing 
can be a part of daily objectives, definitions, word problems, and 
other assignments. The math teacher will be most effective when 
teaching writing if he includes knowing the audience, the editino 
and publishing of the work, and evaluating the success of the 
writing. 
Traditionally, in the math classroom, answers are either right 
or wrong. The introduction of writing transforms a classroom that 
had been like a 12-inch black and white portable T.V. set into a 
high-tech color projection screen. Students will be encouraged to 
participate in class because no written answer will be rejected. 
Imagine how many fellows would ask Popular Prissy out if she 
responds only with "yes•· or'' wait.'' The written ''yes" is a complete 
answer; the written ''wait'' includes incomplete and rough draft 
answers. For instance, let's suppose the correct answer to a long 
division problem is 529.35. Super Sally shows all her work and 
arrives at 529.35. This is a complete answer. Stuck Suzy gets as 
far as 52 and writes the reasons she can go no further. Suzy's 
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answer is incomplete, but with help she will eventually finish her 
answer. Flash Freddie is in such a hurry that his answer is 
529.412. His answer needs ''editing and revising." Some of his 
computation can be salvaged; the rest must be replaced to reach the 
complete answer. This "open door'' answer policy diminishes the 
fear of rejection by encouraging participation. 
Writing also reinforces learning. True learning involves 
storing information in long-term memory. Little Johnny is much 
more likely to remember how an airplane gets from point A to point 
B if he has at some time written the procedure down in his own 
words. 
Writing and mathematics are forms of the same thinking 
process. The mastering of a process in writing may help the 
student to better understand the same process in math. The 
processes may be as simple as placement or as complex as the 
culmination of processes in problem solving and writing. One such 
thinking process is placement. Placement is taught through place 
value in relationship to the decimal and in the position of an 
adjective in relationship to the noun it modifies. Analysis occurs 
in prime factoring and diagramming sentences. Many such analogies 
can be drawn, but the ultimate comparison pairs problem solving 
with writing. Four steps in problem solving are examining the 
problem, planning the computations needed, finding the answer, and 
checking the answer. Four steps in writing are coming up with the 
idea; forming an outline; writing; and proofreading, which includes 
editing and revising. Since writing and mathematics teach some of 
the same thinking processes, writing in the math class can enhance 




Writing can be a helpful part of the mathematics classroom in 
both daily assignments and special assignments. At the beginning 
of every class, the student can benefit from writing his own 
objectives for the day. He should also write the directions to the 
assignment in his own words. After the lesson, or after the 
assignment, he should write his reaction to what has been taught. 
Super Sally might say, "I really like to prime factor." Stuck Suzy 
might explain, "I can do the first step and then I don't know what 
to do." Flash Freddie might exclaim, "This takes too much paper!" 
These three- objectives, directions, and reactions, can be used 
daily in most disciplines. Whenever a student encounters a new 
word, rule, or symbol, he should first find and write the 
definition from his textbook or dictionary, and then he should 
mimic the writing by putting the definition in his own words. 
A specia 1 assignment dubbed "Describe a Graph" can be used in 
graphing. The student graphs an equation and then describes in 
writing this line or curve to his classmates, The student then 
reads his description to the other students who attempt to re-
create his graph. 
Students can learn originality and creativity in a special 
assignment, which requires them to write their own word problems. 
Not only does the student write the problem, but he also works the 
problem, Then he can share his problem with his classmates, who in 
turn work the problem individually, 
A final suggestion as a special assignment is a friendly 
letter explaining a newly learned concept. Writing such a letter 
will reinforce what the student has absorbed. Each step needs to 
be broken down into easy-to-understand terms. A sample problem 
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worked beside the writing explanation is an excellent way to 
demonstrate as the student explains. 
Successful learning is nearer when writing is not taught 
alone, but along with knowing the audience, the editing and 
publishing of the work, and evaluating the success of the writing. 
Young writers need to learn to write for an audience more 
widespread than just the teacher. Every available opportunity to 
create a larger audience should be seized. Editing needs to be 
used to prevent the students' unchecked mistakes from becoming bad 
habits. Writing students need to be introduced to publishing, even 
if the only available means is a bulletin board. If writing is to 
sing a significant verse in the math classroom, writing must hit a 
few high notes in the gradebook. Assignments like the daily objec-
tive could receive blanket credit if they were written in the 
students' own words. The evaluation of assignments, such as the 
friendly explanation letter, can allow for partial credit so that 
points are divided between the structure of a friendly letter, a 
correct and complete explanation, and creativity and originality. 
Writing gives the classroom what Nutrasweet gives the dieter-
more options by including more students, reinforcing learning, and 
teaching thinking processes. Writing should, therefore, be 
integrated into the math classroom whenever possible with the 
collaboration of knowing the audience, the editing and publishing 
of the work, and evaluating the success of the writing. So, Mrs. 
Oswalt, please teach writing in your mathematics classroom! 
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Descriptive Writing 
A person becomes aware of his environment through the use of all his 
senses - sight, hearing, taste, smell, and touch. Impressions and perceptions 
first come through the senses. After the perceiving comes the relating. When 
people describe, they relate the details perceived by the senses. Writing 
description is one method of communicating sense experiences (Brittin 1). 
Students can transfer their sense images into words by using prewriting 
exercises. The teacher needs to define the terms ''connotation,'' "denotation," 
"simile," and "metaphor." Exercises that require students to distinguish 
between the connotative and denotative meanings of words can be done orally. 
Some good examples are ''childlike'' and "childish," "average" and ''mediocre,'' 
''red" and "scarlet.'' The students can practice creating their own similes and 
metaphors. 
Another prewriting exercise deals with making nouns and verbs specific as 
opposed to general, concrete as opposed to abstract. These exercises can be 
spoken or written. ''Plant'' is a general noun that can progress specifically to 
"tree,'' to "oak," to "water oak." "Walk'' is a verb that can mean "shuffle,'' 
''stagger," or "priss." 
Another step to good descriptive writing is to build a descriptive 
vocabulary, which can be listed in a notebook so that the students have access 
to good descriptive words. The topics for the descriptive vocabulary are color 
words, sight words, sound words, taste words, touch words, and smell words. 
Depending on the purpose, descriptive writing may be objective or 
subjective. Objective description tries to draw things as they are. A good 
example would be the report of a scientist. Personal feelings are excluded 
from objective description. Subjective description is just the opposite. 
Personal feelings and opinions are the main ingredients for subjective 
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description (Miller 194), To understand the difference between the two types 
of descriptive writing, a list of mood words and of emotions should be added to 
the descriptive vocabulary. A good writing assignment to illustrate mood in 
subjective descriptive writing is a paragraph that describes a cat. Very 
rarely is a person neutral about cats, 
cat by the particular characteristics 
paragraph. 
Students create a mood in describing a 
that they choose to use in a limited 
After all the preliminary activities, the most effective way to get a 
clear, specific image from students is to give them a writing assignment that 
is clear and specific. One such assignment is to have them imitate a well-
written description. There are books available that give excellent models for 
writing exercises. Norman A. Brittin's A Writing Apprenticeship is an 
excellent source book. Another specific writing assignment is to have the 
students write a four-paragraph essay describing a car or truck. This vehicle 
can be real or imaginary. The first paragraph should describe the outside; the 
second the inside; the third the performance; and the fourth an incident that 
happened with the automobile.* 
An assignment that involves mood and subjective description is to have the 
students describe an emotion in terms of the five senses, There should be five 
paragraphs, The emotion should be seen, heard, smelled, tasted and felt. Love 
and hate are two emotions which can be made concrete by using this method. 
Descriptive writing can be used as a springboard to other types of writing. 
Character development requires descriptive writing. The mood of a story can be 
established by good setting and character description. 
As \>}alter J. Mordaunt writes in his book, Assignments in Rhetoric, 
"Description for its own sake tends to be sentimental or pointless" (13). 
However, well-written description can be a pleasure to read. l~riting 
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day into evening basket: 
twilight calls night home. 
Barking, chattering, 
dogs and children come from play 
asking for supper. 
Life comes one day at 
a time, keeping a rhythm 
but having no rhyme. 
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MISS ICIE 
Once tall and strong and angular, 
Miss Icie, 
now o1d and tired and stooped, 
sits ta1king of how her 
feet hurt how her new glasses 
ain't worth the money she spent. 
When I remind her that she cou1d 
live to be ninety, she replies, 
"Law! I hope not." 
She stares into the steady 
flames of the gas space heater 
past chipped ceramic figures 
faded plastic flowers 
an old photograph of LBJ. 
What can I say 
when she tells me 
the land I now 1ive on 
was once hers? 
My house--wood and brick and stone--
sits on the spot where hers was. 
13 children once lived in the whitewashed 
house where her youngest brother took 
a gun, placed it under his chin, 
and pulled the trigger. 
That shot vibrates through the years 
and rattles the windows of my house. 
Unheard cries, past and present, 
fester in a single voice, 
an old tired black woman's. 
She knows cleaning houses--
white folks' houses. 
She knows swollen feet--
black folks' feet. 
She knows praying. 
She knows burying. 
Only her own passing remains. 
Miss Icie sits talking 
of how her feet hurt 
of how her new glasses 
ain't worth the money she spent. 
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G. Rhodes 
THE CAVE 
The trail through the woods paralleled the stream. With 
lantern in hand, I followed the trail to a point where it widened 
to an opening that I had visited long ago. Fear gripped me as I 
approached the. immense entrance, yet the challenge of an adventure 
in the unknown drew me close. 
At the entrance, the cavern's blackness swallowed me. I 
slowly descended steps formed naturally many years ago or by 
hands of former inhabitants. Darkness enveloped me as the light 
from the entrance faded, and my world closed to the beam of 
lantern light that led my steps to the sound of the stream. The 
gurgling of the sere.am and the echo of my footsteps were the 
only sounds heard. To my right, stalagmites rose from the floor 
of the cave like ant towers reaching toward the darkness of the 
cavern. From the ceiling, centuries-old stalactites inched 
downward. 
The trail curled through grey and black shadows. Grey and 
black shadows, growing and shrinking, gripped my soul. Rocks 
mangled my gloveless hands as I climbed boulders in my path, 
yet the gurgling of the stream and the beam of light surrounded 
me. 
128 
Suddenly, the closeness broke like the first light of sunrise 
breaking the grip of night. I found myself at the heart of my 
trip. The inner cavern rose and expanded endlessly. The gurgling 
of the friendly stream had vanished, I was in total silence. 
I imagined that death would be this -- total silence, I sat 
down and reached for my lantern and began to close the gas valve 
of the life-giving bulb. The rays shortened. The lantern was 
out. Darkness entered as a thief, stealing the final images. 
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Like Fingers of a Troubled God Blotted with Anger 
by G. Rhodes 
Like fingers of a troubled God blotted with anger, 
the hand of fate slaps my spirit, 
stifles my energy, 
limits my soul, 
hinders my destiny, 
Like fingers of a troubled God blotted with anger, 




Some individuals hate to clean house. I, on the 
other hand, find no better relaxation on a Sunday morning 
between church services than to slip home after early 
service and "do my chores." 
In my household, Sunday morning is no different from 
any workday morning. Five-thirty arrives as usual with 
my wife, Jan, getting out of bed to begin her "wake-up" 
as I try to sleep an hour longer. Six-thirty arrives, 
and I join the world of the living as I scan the morning 
paper and put on my Sunday best. Being a musician, Jan 
arrives at church thirty minutes before I do to do that 
last minute of rehearsing. Meanwhile, I arrive to make 
coffee for a Sunday school class and to light altar candles. 
I then nestle myself on a cushioned pew that has grown 
accustomed to my curvature. After a stimulating sermon, 
I silently depart church. I arrive home for one last-
cup-of-coffee and one quick glimpse of the sports page. 
My "straightening-up-the-house" is probably not house 
cleaning to some individuals. My house cleaning involves 
pic~ing up clothes, making the bed, emptying and filling 
the dishwasher, and vacuuming the house. Dusting is not 
a part of my chores list. I simply don't dust. 
131 
G. Rhodes 
Vacuuming is what I enjoy the most. Freud would 
love to analyze that. Vacuuming is an undiscovered art 
form. All of the higher levels of learning: application, 
analysis, synthesis and evaluation are used in this hands-
on-task. The major reason I enjoy vacuuming is because 
I have my way of doing it. After the pick-up, clean-up, 
make-up details, I retrieve the Eloctro-Lux from the spare 
bedroom and begin my task. As the morning progresses, 
I go from the sunroom-study to the master bedroom, to 
a bath, to a hallway, and then to another bath. Then 
it is time for another last-cup-of-coffee while sitting 
in the swing on the patio. After fifteen minutes, back 
to the music room and then the kitchen-dining area. This 
segment of the job is the slow part. Dining chairs have 
to be moved carefully to insure proper cleaning and no 
scratching of furniture. Then chairs must be returned 
to their standard position. After this, it's time for 
another last-cup-of-coffee on the patio. With the comple-
tion of another fifteen minute break, it's time to get 
into the home stretch by vacuuming the greatroom. The 
greatroom is a 20'x30' room that is sometimes referred 
to as the "obstacle course." Furniture that must be 
vacuumed for animal hair of pets that aren't allowed on 
the furniture, and the hearth of the wood buming heater 
are the steps of progression. Finally, the war is won; 
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and it's time for another last-cup-of-coffee on the patio 
with the sun, blue sky, and chirping birds, 
Noon arrives, the vacuum is hidden, and it's time 
for lunch. May God continue to bless the beats,the children, 




Bright eyed, well-dressed --the department 
store's latest fashions. 
Greeting friends and classmates 
New pens and pencils 
Notebooks for every subject. 
Ruth Taylor 
There's work to be done. 
Forms to fill out 
Lockers to rent 
Books to get 
Rolls to answer 
Class schedules to change. 
Short classes today 
Intercom announcements 
Students in wrong classes 
Enrollment forms to finish 
Bells ringing, bells ringing, bells ringing: 
Three o'clock 
Buses roll 
Empty parking lot 
New math teacher to get to know 
English class as usual 
an assignment for the first day! 
Football game Friday night 
Date with new girl in class 
Waiting for P.E. 
Faculty meeting after school 
Exhausted teachers 
Four days'til weekend. 
It's great to be back! 
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Leaves of Love 
"We really are poor," commented my four-year-old son, Sloan. 
"We have no leaves to rake." 
"I am so sorry," I replied, smiling to myself, "but we 
have plenty of pine needles." 
"Pine needles are no fun," he said mournfully, "you can't 
jump in pine needles." 
When I related this conversation to his great-grandmother, 
who lived on Sand Mountain, in northeast Alabama, she assured 
him that he could come rake her leaves. She and my husband's 
parents shared sprawling yards with dozens of large, old trees 
that offered welcome shade in the hottest summer and yielded 
mountains of leaves in the autumn winds. The yard tapered off 
in back of the houses to twin, man-made lakes stocked with bream 
and rainbow trout. 
In early November, we would receive the invitational phone 
call. "Tell Sloan the leaves are ready," she requested in that 
sweet but shaky voice that we all had grown to love. So a 
tradition was begun that would last throughout my children's 
childhood and into early youth. We left early Saturday morning, 
dressed for the cool mountain air. Sloan would be beside himself 
with anticipation, bouncing about across the seats. His older, 
more sedate brother, Jeff, stared nonehalantly out the window. 
After driving for a little more than an hour, we arrived 
at Mama's house. My husband left us alone with our play while 
he visited his parents next door. By now Jeff had gotten into 
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a playful mood and he, Sloan and I began to rake and stack the 
red, gold and brown leaves. 
Soon we 
a wide, soft 
had a huge pile of 
blanket. The boys 
leaves which we covered with 
would run and jump into the 
blanket, sinking into the deep pile of leaves. Laughing and 
giggling, they crawled away from the pile, and we would rake 
the leaves and re-shape the pile. Finally, the two boys would 
begin playing games with me. While Jeff hid in the pile of 
leaves, Sloan would cry out for me to help find him. In mock 
grief, I would wail that he surely must be lost forever. Then 
much to Sloan's delight, Jeff would leap out of the leaves to 
show me that he was safe. 
game over and over. 
They reversed roles and played the 
We would take time out for lunch and an occasional drink 
of water. The warmly clad youngsters would perspire and begin 
to shed garments as the day wore on. By the end of the day, 
their faces were flushed, and their arms and legs were nipped 
and stung by the leaf stems. 
Late in the afternoon, a final bit of fun was had by hauling 
the leaves in a wheelbarrow, to scatter over the garden. If 
a frolicking boy was particularly helpful, he might get a special 
ride in the wheelbarrow pushed by his great-grandmother. 
As twilight settled across the mountain lakes, two tired 
and sleepy boys were ushered into the car for the return trip 
home. Once home, they were carried to soft, warm beds, to dream 
of a place where children can run and jump into a never-ending 
pile of autumn leaves. 
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Sloan, the tall golden boy of summer, is a college sophomore 
now. Jeff, the dark-eyed, serious, older brother is ready to 
enter medical school. The great-grandmother lies "in peace in 
church cemetery on Sand Mountain. I dabble in a country 
nostalgia,. longing for those cool, November Saturdays when 
two youngsters learned that real fun was found outdoors in the 
world of nature; that all one needed was an invitation saying, 
"the leaves are ready." 
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This Old House 
I am fascinated by old, abandoned dwellings and wonder 
about the people who have previously occupied them. Because 
of this fascination, during a recent vacation, I willingly agreed 
to accompany my son, Sloan, on a visit to the Ponce de Leon 
Inlet Lighthouse located at the southern end of the Daytona 
Beach peninsula. 
We drove to the lighthouse and sat in the car looking sky-
ward, wondering if we really wanted to go in. We decided that 
we would miss a real adventure if we did not, so we hurried 
through the turnstile and climbed the steps to the ground floor. 
The spiral stairway reached upward and we began to climb. The 
hot June weather was especially oppressive in the closure and 
I began to feel a bit claustrophobic. I knew I could never 
climb the 203 steps at once, so we stopped at every other level 
to rest. There were windows on each level and cool air rushed 
in through wide screened openings at the bottom of each window. 
With the feeling of cool air, the claustrophobia dissipated. 
We continued to the next round and the next until we finally 
reached the top. We stepped through a heavy, metal door to 
the outside landing that surrounded the structure. I was re-
lieved to see that it was screened in with heavy wire. We 
cautiously circled the top most part and stared in awe at the 
great light that had flashed its faithful warning for the past 
century to the "men who go down to the sea in ships." 
The view from the top was magnificent. We could see the 
towns of Ponce Inlet, Smyrna Beach, and a wide expanse of the 
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Ocean. 'l'he wind blew fiercely at this height, so I pressed 
my back to the wall as we moved around the structure, almost 
afraid to speak. It was then that I wondered about the men 
who had worked here as lighthouse keepers. Were they lonely? 
Did they have a family to keep them company during their long 
vigils? Were they frightened by storms hitting the inlet? 
How many ships had they saved from wrecking against the hazardous 
shores that lay southeast of the lighthouse? Feeling a bit 
tremulous, we descended the triangular-shaped steps and finally 
rested on solid soil again. 
We then moved on to an old house that had been converted 
into a museum. Several wall plaques told the history of light-
houses and listed the names of the keepers of this one. The 
museum also housed lighthouse artifacts that included an antique 
globe made of glass prisms by Fresnel, a French physicist. 
One item that was of great personal interest to me was an old 
newspaper article from the Daytona News stating that this par-
ticular lighthouse was the one to which Stephen Crane referred 
in his short story "The Open Boat." 
I left the museum and the lighthouse feeling as if I were 
departing from a newly made friend. 
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Darren and the Ram's Head: A Narrative of Teacher-Student Responsibi1ity 
I had watched Dat·ren for severa 1 weeks: a large, bright-skinned young 
man, wearing glasses and smiling; easy-moving but not gracefu1; powerfully 
bui 1t as a young co11ege athlete should be but gentle and diffident in manner. 
What had first struck me about Darren, singling him out from the rest of the 
Basic Ski11s students in my 8:45 EH 100 section, was the key ring he carried: 
a magnificent, bulky, aluminium-shiny ram's head (Rocky Mountain Sheep variety 
to my untrained eye), attached to a heavy circ1e of keys. As I read Darren's 
written responses to my assignments and watched him and that key ring 
throughout the first half of the semester, I began to see in him a quick, 
1ive1y intelligence coupled with an unwi11ingness to give free rein to that 
inte11 igence. Darren was content to be safe. 
One day, Lisa Williams, a colleague, told me of a writing assignment which 
had proved successful with her EH 100 students. The students were directed to 
place their key rings and key chains in front of them, 1ook carefully at 
objects which, in a 11 prob ab i1 ity, they were so accustomed to that they did not 
see, and write a paragraph of narration or description or explanation, using 
those objects. As Lisa was describing this assignment in careful looking, I 
immediately thought of Darren and his ram's head key ring, and I knew I would 
try that writing assignment with my EH 100 students, in part, to read the story 
of Dart·en's key ring and, in part, to challenge my students with a topic which 
might provoke them into using their creative- as opposed to responsive-
inte 11 i gences. 
The next writing assignment which Darren's class completed for me was an 
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exercise in 1ooking at an object and carefu11y detai1ing what was seen, whi1e 
trying to narrate an episode which that object brought to mind. The objects I 
had chosen for the c1ass were the keys and any attachments to those keys which 
every person carries. Although groaning, the students dutiful1y pul1ed, from 
pockets and purses, key rings and key chains, 1aying them on the desk next to 
paper and pens, dictionaries and handbooks; then, sti11 dutifu1, the students 
1ooked at the familiar objects to find a way into the narrative and descriptive 
paragraph which had to be completed before the c1ass hour ended. Soon, pens 
began moving across the paper to narrate a story or describe a set of keys--the 
students were observing, fingering, turning over known objects and describing 
them, te11ing a story which those objects called to mind; the students were 
exploring and writing. A11, that is, except Darren. 
Darren's key ring, of such a size that it could not fit into pants pockets 
(especially, in the jeans which co11ege students favor) 1ay on the seat of the 
desk beside his, catching 1ight on its po1ished aluminium surface, a1most 
dwarfing the heavy nestle of go1d-toned keys which circ1ed it. Darren had not 
touched the ram's head key ring, nor the keys; he had not picked it up, fe1t 
its heft, 1ooked at its convolutions, or watch\!d the p1ay of light across its 
textured surfaces. But Darren soon began to write. Obvious1y, an object so 
large, so preva1ent in hand, so carefu11y se1ected, had been seen and felt and 
did not need to be scrutinized before being described. 
Occasiona11y, through the remainder of the c1ass time, I wondered what 
Darren wou1d turn in to me as his comp1eted assignment, but I had 
responsibilities other than Darren (and he is a good student, an articulate 
young man who knows and speaks his mind in his writing more frequently than 
most freshman students), so I worked my way through the c1assroom, answering 
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questions, directing students over rough spots in shaping their paragraphs, and 
setting aside my interest in the story of Darren's key ring. 
Later, reading that day's assignment, I found that Darren had completed 
his usual paragraph, good but superficial. He had fluently written a 
description of his key ring and keys, including a quick narrative about the 
purchase of the ram's head, but he had kept his thinking on the surface; the 
story of the key ring has sti11 not been told, for Darren has yet to read the 
story of his ram's head key ring. 
• i Not only was I attempting to have my students look at something in a new 
and fresh light, to "see" it perhaps for the first time, but I was also trying 
to make those students think about an object, to use that thinking as a 
springboard into a discussion, a narrative, a description, which was idea- not 
object-focused. I wanted those students to move beyond the quick surface of 
things to the idea within every object and action and sound; I wanted those 
students to see beyond surface, the surface which Darren had learned to exist 
on. The assignment was not successful, at least for Darren and other students 
like him, who are the students I have become interested in: obviously 
competent in thinking, reading, and writing, but just as obviously content to 
waver through courses with C's and an occasional B or A thrown in for ballast; 
their intellects rudderless ba11oons, drifting at the whim of chance surface 
currents. Too many Basic Ski 1ls students are of this type: they have learned 
to follow a system to a weak passing grade. Many may be "successful" with this 
system (for whatever good that may be); they may graduate to become 
professionals in a hastily chosen career, maybe even live the ''good'' 1ife--but 
wi 11 they ever take root and hold on to an idea, a knowing, a believing? When 
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our responses touch only surface, when we refuse the challenge of the journey 
because the first step is too new or too painful in its insecurity, then we are 
intellectual dilettantes, floaters of the mind. 
The problems which I perceive in Darren and others like him are two: 
First, he is a victim of a still occurring 19th century attitude--the 
domineering attitude of "correctness," or ''rightness'' in writing; and, second, 
he is the victim of "formula response." Darren has been taught that writing is 
either/or-- either correct or incorrect, either right or wrong, either good or 
bad. In class, when paragraphs were returned to Darren, he first looked for a 
grade, a measure of correctness, or rightness, to him; he diligently read and 
noted casual errors--misspelled words, misplaced commas, pronoun-antecedent 
errors. He did not pay attention to comments on thinking and content. To 
Darren, thought and content are not really a part of writing; to him, writing 
is not making errors, and the easiest way to prevent unwanted errors from 
creeping into a paper is to play it safe--and superficial. To this end, Darren 
has learned that "good" writing follows a standard form; a paragraph shaped 
with a beginning topic sentence followed by explanatory details or an essay 
with an introductory paragraph, three body paragraphs, and a concluding 
paragraph was always more acceptable than "unformula-ized'' sentences which 
might be struggling to say something. The surface "correctness" of language 
and the formula response garnered more reward than thinking (and, therefore, 
w1·iting) in Darren's experience. 
What do such rewards teach our students? To use a dictionary to check 
spelling? Yes, but never to glory in the richness of a word chosen for its 
suggestiveness or playfulness. To avoid the comma except when absolutely 
certain of its use? Yes, and then to break the flow of language which tumbles 
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so effortlessly from lips exhorting for a kiss or stronger favor but stumbles 
through a stilted written paragraph. To follow the pattern, or form, through 
servile repetition? Yes, but never to venture into the joining of words and 
sentences into untested patterns and, perhaps, new discoveries in language and 
thought. Such rewards teach our students the safety of a simplified formula, 
never the joy of discovering a thought at the end of a moving pen. Such 
rewards will not teach our students to think--or to write. 
I confess I believe in the 19th century rhetoric teacher's understanding 
of writing: writing conveys what the writer thinks into the mind of the 
reader, and, as such, must be correct. {"Correctness," a slippery fe 1 low, is 
not to be caught here; be content to allow a "correctness" in writing.) But 
that same rhetoric teacher went one step further: writing was the clothing of 
the thought in the best possible language (Agreed!); it never joined with 
thinking but always occurred after the thought was clearly fixed in the 
writer's mind. The rhetoric teacher of the 19th century admonished student 
writers not to touch pen to paper until they knew thoroughly both the thought 
and its amplifications; writing was not spontaneous discovery; it was not a 
co1scatcher to plow through a jumble of conflicting thoughts to a discovery; it 
was a caboose for the clear expression of a completed thought. Here is where I 
wish to part company with that teacher. To me, writing can naturally be a 
discovery, an exploration of an idea to a new understanding of that idea; it 
can naturally move thinking through the intricacies of half-known responses, to 
a truth, sometimes startling in its clarity; it can be a means of knowing just 
as poetry, which "teaches what we forgot to remember," is to Robert Frost. 
To me, Darren, in his contentment, would be an idea 1 student for that 19th 
century teacher. He listens to what is asked from him; he thinks his responses 
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through; he writes his responses in clear sentences with few errors. He never 
. ventures; he always follows. But is he writing? ls he thinking? Mechanically, 
yes, he is. But in the sense of writing as thinking or discovery, no, he is 
not. He is seeking the safety of a response which has been rewarded in the 
past and, he hopes, wil 1 be rewarded in the present and into the future. 
Writing which shackles both the reader and the writer to trite 
generalities is not writing. It is safe, aseptic, voiceless, and sexless, 
empty of all that we say we find appealing and encouraging and entertaining, 
and, yes, instructive in student writing. Darren does not talk to me in his 
writings as he does when we walk down the hall together or when he stops by my 
office to wish me a good morning. Then, he is bright and agile, but in his 
writing, he is dull and cumbersome, a young god grown heavy with the weight of 
ink and paper. Instead of freeing Darren, writing shackles him. The key which 
should help unlock his mind closes it off. 
l cannot criticize Darren, for he is doing what he has learned to do--make 
his passing grade--but he is also refusing the challenge of thinking. The 
potential within him will not be tapped until he commits himself to tapping it. 
My duty as a teacher is to try to find the means which wi 11 make Darren want to 
tap the potential which is his. And so Darren's problems as a writer and 
thinker become my problems as a teacher. Until I resolve my problems, Darren 
cannot resolve his--and the story of the ram's head key chain will remain 
untold. 
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WIT: A Partnership That Works 
Lisa McLean Wi11iams 
J.S.U. Writing Project 
Ju1y 1988 
At Jacksonvil1e State University in Jacksonvi11e, A1abama, we are 
current1y beginning our sixth year with a program that successfu11y 1inks high 
schoo 1 and co 11ege teachers in a partnership that works: WIT (Writing 
Instruction Techno1ogy). A1though ours is a program that emerged from the 
usual academic hierarchy, with the idea for the co11aboration originating with 
J.S.U. facu1ty and with funding from the university 1eve1, WIT was not typical 
of the standard hierarchica1 mode1. WIT avoided the idea, imp1icit in many 
other collaborations, that the work of co11eges was somehow more important than 
that of high schoo1s, the work of high schoo1s more important than that of 
midd1e schools, and the work of midd1e schoo1s more important than that of the 
e1ementary schoo1s. 
The key difference between co11aborations which have not succeeded and WIT 
arose in the attitude J.S.U. facu1ty had toward high schoo1 teachers, whom 
J.S.U. viewed as professiona1s worthy of respect. WIT emphasized this respect, 
p1us concern and support for the high schoo1 teachers invo1ved in the 
partnership. A1so, as the history of the project wi11 ref1ect, another 
important characteristic is WIT's f1exibi1ity; with change and growth we1comed, 
WIT continues to evo1ve, ref1ecting interests of both schoo1 and university. 
Traditiona11y, the J.S.U. Eng1ish Department has provided workshops and 
speakers for area English teachers, but in the ear1y seventies, the department 
wanted to create a more forma1 program to provide assistance and training in 
teaching writing to secondary Eng1ish teachers, and perhaps most important1y, 
to open communication with high schoo1 English teachers in the areas of the 
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state from which J.S.U. draws most of its students. Unfortunately, a proposal 
for a National Endowment for the Humanities grant was not accepted. Despite 
this setback, work with high school English teachers continued informally, and 
over the next decade, the idea of establishing a full-scale partnership never 
entirely faded. 
The basic idea in early interactions was to be good neighbors with our 
high school colleagues. In a recent study of collaborative projects, which was 
published in College Composition and Communication, Lucille M. Schultz, Chester 
H. Laine, and Mary C. Savage recommend such an attitude as a hallmark of 
successful school and college collaboration and define "neighborliness'' as "a 
teacher from one culture working for the sake of teachers in another culture as 
an agent for transforming consciousness about writing" (151). At J.S.U., our 
motives were at once altruistic and selfish. If our collaboration would help 
the high school teachers produce better writing students, then we would have 
these writers in our own classes. Also, by increasing awareness with the 
general public that "writing well matters," we could make teaching writing 
easier at all levels. The problem with these hopes was lack of funding. 
In the early eighties, the dean of Humanities, who knew of the English 
Department's efforts to establish links with high school English teachers, 
coined the acronym WIT and wrote a proposal that the Alabama State Legislature 
accepted, providing state line item funding in 1983 to begin the Writing 
Instruction Technology program. The funding was made available to the J.S.U. 
faculty in the spring of 1984 and a WIT team was formed. In the first year, 
the team visited forty-six area high schools, meeting with English faculties 
and learning their needs. 
In each schoo 1, the WIT team presented a four-part program. Clyde Cox 
began by giving an overview of the goals and services of WIT and proposing a 
genuine partnership between high school and college English teachers. Next, 
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Robert Felgar discussed the J.S.U. freshman composition program and its 
expectations, providing sample syllabi. He also explained the J.S.U. English 
Placement Test (an exam required of entering students) used to determine 
whether students would be placed in remedial composition, regular freshman 
composition, or honors composition. Armed with computer data, Felgar then 
showed each faculty how its school's own graduates fared at J.S.U. This 
information cited the number of students from a particular school entering 
J.S.U., their placement, the percentage taking English courses, and the 
percentage passing or failing. He also answered questions that this 
information generated. Then, Opal Lovett, who had taught high school English 
before teaching at J.S.U., discussed the tendency of teachers, at all levels, 
to ''blame each other'' for students' writing problems. She restated the 
''partnership'' idea, suggesting that, through better communication and 
cooperation between high school and college teachers, students' writing could 
improve. Steve Whitton concluded the program by announcing plans for a 
conference on writing. 
The 1985 spring conference, WIT's first big undertaking, proved a success. 
The morning-long meeting featured a keynote address by Jacqueline Berke (Twenty 
Questions for the Writer) and included eight sessions on different aspects of 
teaching language arts. Although most of these were presented by J.S.U. 
English faculty, one was presented by an area high school English teacher. A 
luncheon completed the program. Plans for the second WIT Conference were based 
on the evaluations and comments of the high school teachers at the first 
meeting. Also, a WIT Board, consisting of area high school English teachers, 
was established to provide the J.S.U. faculty involved with WIT activities more 
direct information on what issues were of greatest interest to high school 
teachers. 
With funding continued for 1985-86, WIT expanded its services to include 
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the WIT Newsletter, established as a forum for issues in composition teaching. 
Robert Felgar, who was the first editor of the newsletter, encouraged high 
school writing teachers and their college counterparts to submit manuscripts on 
teaching concerns and techniques. 
school teachers across the state. 
The newsletter was sent free to all high 
With editorship by J.S. U. faculty, the 
newsletter has continued twice-yearly publication. 
In addition to the conference and newsletter, WIT also provided in-service 
workshops, presented by J.S.U. faculty, on demand, for area high schools. 
Another important goal of WIT was to provide travel funds for English 
Department members to attend conferences on the teaching of writing, in order 
to bring back new theories and methods to share with the department and area 
teachers. 
Over the next three years, these services and interactions grew, bringing 
more and more high school teachers into WIT's partnership. The spring 
conferences continued, with attendance increasing each year. Keynoters 
included Elizabeth Cowan Neeld, lecturer, author (Writing), and publisher, in 
1986 and Richard Marius, Director of Expository Writing at Harvard and author 
(A Writer's Companion, The Coming of Rain) in 1987. Last year, the keynote 
address featured two high school teachers, Rob Riordan, from the Latin High 
School, Cambridge, Massachusetts, and Dee Post, from El Dorado High School, El 
Dorado, Arkansas, protegees of Richard Marius. 
WIT grew in other ways, as well. One key service was the financing of 
public service announcements on the importance of reading and writing well. 
The first PSA's were vignettes on reading and writing (a mother dismayed by her 
son's rejection by a university, a man missing a promotion because he lacks 
writing skills, a teacher conducting a conference with a writing student). 
Each PSA stresses the idea "writing well matters!" More recent PSA's feature 




Another endeavor of WIT 's was the establishment of a GRAMMAR HOTLINE in 
1986. Offered to the public as a free service, the HOTLINE provides advice on 
writing, grammar, punctuation, quotations, references. Calls to the HOTLINE 
are taken by J.S.U. faculty, with WIT funds providing supplemental resource 
books for faculty assigned the HOTLINE duties. To make the public aware of the 
HOTLINE, WIT advertises in area newspapers. 
In 1987, WIT began a lecture series, held monthly on the Jacksonville 
State University campus, featuring talks on writing and literature. J.S.U. 
faculty, as well as visiting scholars and writers, presented papers or gave 
readings to faculty, students at J.S.U., and the general public. Covering many 
interests and specialties, the topics included poetry readings, conference 
reports, semiotics, and Shakespearean staging. 
Projects for 1988 include more emphasis on public awareness of the 
importance of writing, through more use of public service announcements, flyers 
advertising the GRAMMAR HOTLINE, and bumper stickers proclaiming, "WRITING WELL 
MATTERS!" Another 1988 project is the beginning of a "departmental bookshelf," 
with the purchase of approximately 100 books on composition theory and methods. 
In 1988, one of the most exciting of the recent efforts of WIT was 
assisting In the establishment of a National Writing Project site at 
Jacksonville State University. Robert Felgar and Opal Lovett wrote the 
successful proposal, citing WIT's efforts as part of the proof that J.S.U. had 
a genuine commitment to helping improve writing instruction in both college and 
school. Under the direction of Felgar, with the assistance of Eugene Williams 
and Lisa Williams of the J.S.U. English Department, the initial J.S.U. Writing 
Project Summer Institute ran July 5 - August 5, with nineteen eager and able 
teachers from across the grades and across the curriculum. The J.S.U. English 
department believes that WIT and the J.S.U. Writing Project will be mutually 
enriching. Indeed, it is obvious already, after only the first Summer 
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Institute, that the J.S.U. Writing Project is building a true camaraderie among 
participants of a11 levels. 
The success of the writing project model may point toward a new and even 
more effective direction for WIT--more direct involvement from secondary 
teachers. In their analysis of the successes and failures of similar projects 
bringing together teachers from different levels, Schultz, Laine, and Savage 
trace the failures in many of these programs to differences in the cultures of 
the two domains, explaining that college teachers, who generally had more time 
and more money to expend on these collaborative projects, and who were more 
likely to be rewarded for their efforts in these undertakings, tended to 
dominate, "imposing--often unthinkingly--an agenda on the other group" (145-
146). Their conclusion is that an equal division of power, resources and 
prestige will produce the most effective collaboration (151). 
Since WIT's funding does come from the university level, WIT may never 
reach the truly collaborative ideal advocated by Schultz, Laine, and Savage; 
but we feel the program is a successful one for the school and university 
teachers involved. Our goals, after all, are the same: improving writing 
instruction and improving writing, our own and our students'. We believe that 
these goals have become more attainable through WIT, a partnership that works. 
WORK CITED 
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A narrow band of knowing, 
ribbon wide, 
defines us, 
then confines us; 
the v1hat we know 
becomes the what we are. 
Of all we could have known, 
a selected threarl 
winds tightly 
into 
one solitary hanrl 
that binds us, 
wraps us 







in seductive silk 
of familiar thought, 
Lisa Mclean Williams 
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Betty Wilson 
Joy Awaits He in the Momin~ 
Anlicipation of the day triggers excitement within me. This is 
the beginning of a special Saturday, 
The clock alanns at 6:30 a.m. suddenly I leap from the bed and 
snatch a peanut butter and jelly sandwich rather than the traditional 
bacon and eggs bre.«kfast. This all seems rather strange. The early 
awakening, the snack, then suddenly, feat.' engnlfs me. As I rush 
towards the T1'ailways Bus Station, I realize I must spend Saturday 
with my sister's five year old son Keith. 
Unanswered quc,slions begin to plague me, "What will we do? 
\,here will we go? WiJ.l the day ever end?" These questions constantly 
appear before me as I ride along, As I park at the station, I 
glimpse a small. face near the back of the bus, Screams of joy await 
my arrival. 
"Aunt Betty, here I am." Keith rushes into my arms and hugs me 
>oo tightly that I can scarcely breathe• 
you, 11 he yells. 
"I've come to play with 
The sun begins to rise sharply and quietly fades away. As Keith 
and T unpack, I think.1 "God, give me this day as a special gift. 11 
Alter Keith rests for a couple of hours, we d1'ess comfortably and 
drive towards Noccalula Falls. As we enter the gates, a sign of 
\Vl~lcome greets us. From the very beginning, Keith is amazed at thf-' 
vat'iei.,- of rides on the kiddy playground. He darts from ride to ride 
as a playful J.ittle elf- swinging, sliding, and racing happily about. 
Next, we walk hand in hand down the pathway. As we walk, we 
suck in the fresh air that fills our nostrils. We stop a moment and 
L'est: our feet, The ground feels hot and the tiny specks oi gravel 
wa1·n us to put our shoes on again. I am alarmed by the questions 
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Keith asks, "A1·e you old or young't Why is g1·anckladdy's hair white'? 
When will you <lie7° Such questions really cause me to ponder. I arn 
overwhelm1.•.d. 1 can, t answer. 
We stroll for ten minutes paying particular attention to the 
daisies, the tuJ.i ps, and the marigolds. We also look at the 
sprawling trees, oaks and dogwoods, that stretch toward the sky. 1 
watch as Keith tries to climb a dogwood. 
We walk acro6s the covered bridge, The old bridge provides a 
nostalgic appeaJ Lor me as 1 pause to 1·efle.ct on simpler times. 
We stop al a nearby stand to drink a cool glass of lemonade. 
Keith t,'lkes a single bile from an apple that I have in my bag. Later 
on we stop at Jack I s to eat a small hnmburger, French f1·ies 1 and corn 
on the cob. Keith \Vants a soft cone of cherry-vanilla ice cream. 
After we eat, we feel relaxed, rested, and full. 
Again h1e i;tarl on our way shoving farther and farther iulo the 
park area. We. take oft our shoes and our toes tingle in the cool 
wat,•r alongside n rock. Keith and I enjoy the openness and the 
vastness of th<' par i, so much. Together we touch and smell the 
tJ.owers and see beaut)' in the sunlight as it glows through colored 
leaves and petals. We look at. our reflection in a small puddle which 
"Look at the frog. Let's catch the butterfly," he calls. We 
1·omp ancl play for what seems 1 ike a day. 
Finally we buy a ticket and board the train for a. last look at 
Nocc-'1lula Park. lzeith lies quietly beside me and softly whispers, "I 
.love you, ,\unt Betty." What a joy it is to be loved on this special 
Satm·day when I am smrounded by spring buds, birds, butterflies, nml 
my darling Keith! 
Joy awaits me in the moi-ning. 
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"On Turning 21" 
Today no selfish dreams shall I dream 
No cowardly thought shall rest upon my heart, 
No unkind words shall slip from my lip, 
No regrets shall I cause for me or you, 
No tears shall I shed for you, 
Today I leave behind all of these. 
Betty Wilson 
Today I reminisce with the ocean, the waves, and you. 
I watch the waves have a merry day with you 
Laughing, leaping, climbing, clinging, 
I like the day when the ocean's at play with you. 
Today I look upon you turned twenty-one 
With promises of much to offer. 
Today I hope time will lead you 
Gently down the years in rivers of joy overflowing. 
Betty Wilson 
JSU Writing Project 
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"To Manma with Love" 
This is a poem to my mamma 
Whom I have sought a thousand times, 
Whose callous, coated hands have 
worked tirelessly, oft times denied 
Truth. 
Her delicate body bends with a load of woe, 
Often defeated, often torn by my 
marked impediments. 
I have somehow failed to glimpse 
the sweat upon your brow, or 
feel the pains you so tenderly 
cushioned for me. 
Perhaps I was too busy to see 
the little things you did for me, 
Because when I cried out, you 
were there to dry my tear soaked eyes, 
to let me know you cared. 
Mamma dear, 
I though you knew I cared, 
I thought you knew I loved you, 
You were near, but yet so far. 
I see that no one really knows truth. 
No one really knows love, 
Betty Wilson 
unless he is hugged and told - especially you, dear mamma. 
So I write: I love you, I love you, 




A patient, innocent girl named Sylvia walked into Room 9 at Howard W. 
Blake High in Tampa, Florida, and changed my life with a hug. 
I had just graduated from a small, Christian college in Georgia, and the 
dreams I had dreamed were happening. I had accepted a job teaching English at 
Howard W. Blake High,and I had been assigned Room 9. 
Room 9 was a drab, dimly lit classroom at the end of the corridor on the 
left side of the building. The room had become widely "popularized" as a 
result of my continued reference to Room 9. My pronunciation and enunciation 
of the letters "r" and "m" in the word room also added flavor and distinction 
to "Room 9. 11 
The time was late September, and school had scarcely started when a small 
girl named Sylvia entered the room, stopped at my desk and said, "Hello, I'm 
Sylvia." She looked at me with a sort of gentleness and a deep longing. She 
sat quietly as I asked for her father's name, mother's name, address and other 
pertinent information. After I had finished Sylvia's registration forms, I 
watched as she took a seat at the back of the room. By now, all the boys and 
girls, pushing and shoving, had scrambled to their seats; but Sylvia looked 
quietly from one to the other. Did she long to be a part of this noisy 
multitude? When I had finished teaching that day, Sylvia smiled shyly and 
gave me a gentle hug as she left the room. 
From that day on, Sylvia greeted me with a gentle hug. I had come to 
know a lot about Sylvia from what she said during conversations, from home 
visits, and from observations. I wished that I had reached out to her in some 
special way, but I had not. 
Sylvia's manner was quiet, polite, and innocent. Physically, she was 
thin and bony. Her small frame appeared dwarfed when she stood near other 
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children her age and size. Her pimpled skin was the color of coffee with 
cream added. Her brilliant eyes gazed intently at the teacher. Sylvia's big, 
white, pearl-like teeth seemed to grab me when she smiled a full smile. Her 
thick, black, curly hair was fastened by a black shoe lace knotted behind her 
neck. 
Sylvia lacked the love of a "real" mamma and daddy; she had been 
abandoned at the age of three; she lacked most of the frills that girls her 
age had. She was reared by her grandmother, and they lived in a small two-
room house that boasted little of life's comforts, even of life's necessities. 
In the unpainted room where Sylvia and her grandmother spent most of their 
time were worn books and an old Bible on a table next to the bed. In the 
other room was a light by which Sylvia read her books and stories from the 
Bible. I thought of how one with so little gave so much, of her gentle hug 
each day, and of her innocence and humility. 
Time passed, and I became touched by Sylvia's keen intellect, her 
curiosity, her love of books and learning. As I knelt beside Sylvia's desk to 
inflict my "high, inflexible" standards of grammar upon her paper, I felt a 
surge of deep regret for my lack of time to care, to share, and to hug. 
Suddenly I realized Sylvia needed me to reach out to her. I learned that,. 
despite one's frailties and life's misgivings, a small hug could mean so much 
to others. From Sylvia I had learned patience, humility, peace, and love. 
Sylvia's warmth, her gentle look, more important, her affectionate hug 
inspired me that day in September to give love to all my students. 
A patient, innocent girl named Sylvia walked into Room 9 at Howard W. 
Blake High and changed my life with a hug. 
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cunc.lusion thal practice in criticol evaluation is the t.rue source of 
ht~nPtit from pePr editing. He achieves this benefit just as well by 
supp]~'ing c.he \Vht•lf: clas::5 with 2 student. essays, one fair and one good. 
Al.L studei,ts eva ltw te both essuys accot'd ing to a teacher-supplied check 
l i. st and tlieu cumpnl'<:: Ll1e 2 essays. Each student then uses the c:hecklis t 
and ,_··ornparison steps for his own essays, 
I. thiuk this method would be superior if any of the 3 stated problems 
should intcrfen-: significantly with the peer editing work of a class. 
( l,en Guthrie) 
Graves, Donald and Virginia Stuart. Write from the Start:: lapping Your 
Child's Natural Writing Ability. E.P. Dutton, 1985. 
The authors 0fH.~1-·at.e from the premise tltat every child can write: 
children have an innate ability to express themselves through \Y1'1_Ling, 
Tl11..-,,y discuss clnssroorn examples to show factors in schools that inhibit 
1.~tudenrs 1 \H'i.Ling 1 and they present methods to unlock students' abilities. 
(Michael Johnson) 
Hall. Janice K. !'valuating and Improving Written Expression. Boston: 
Allyn & Bacon, Inc., 1981. 
This l.look is a step-·by-step app1:oach to analyzing and building 
\\'l·it inp, '._,k(llsi irrnn idea to finished composition. The last chapter 
(c11.~) gives emphasis to building prootreoding aud editing skills. The 
author's most important advice is: 11 Get them \Vri.ting!" by building a 
posi Liv·~ envirorunent, setting goa.ls and shal'ing fiuished products. 
This book i.s a good, practical gl1ide for 11 how-to 11 promote~ and develop 
good. writing in s t.udents, (Robin Jennings) 
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Hillocks, Jr., Ge01:ge. "English Prograas under Fire.• 
Cun:iculill!I llnder Fire: What are the Real Basics? 
1he English 
!!CTR, 1982. 1-10 
This artic-le deah with the dissatisfaction of the public with the 
typi,,al English curriculum. lvith the drop of the verbal SAT of some 
hffty-scV<--'!n points between 1963 and .l976, critics p1-epared themselves for 
:J 1u~"' al tack on public education cu1'1'iculum and specif icnlly English 
cu1.·1· icu ltun, One exDmple il.lus t.rn Led in the art. ic le was the Braddock study 
in 1.963 that stated in unquaJ.Hied terms tliat the teaching of fonnal 
gn:tnnnar hns a ne.gligib.le or even harmful effect on the improvement of 
writing. (Ge11e Rhodes) 
Jenkinson, Edward B. "Learning to Krite Writing to Learn.~ Phi Delta 
Kappan. (June 1988), 712-717. 
The \vri ter advocates that writing i.s for any class. Giving students 
the oppo1·tunity to \nj te in every disc.ipliue is a goud \Vay to develop the 
writ.er'·; ,<:;kills as well as build r.:::onfit..lence in his own writing. The 
w1·iter suggests following these steps: (1) prewriLing activities (2) 
1-n:it.i.ng a draft (:l) peer review of the draft (1,) revising (5) editing (b) 
writing the final draft and (7) publishing. (Ruth Taylor) 
Lindeni,an, llrika. A Rhetoric for Writing Teachers. Ne" York: Oxford 
University Press, 1982. 
This book is divided into three sections: 1. The composing process 
2. Rhetorical Th1.•01·y and Practice 3. Teaching as Rhetoric. The book 
,le fines writing, concentrates on the teacher's role I and gives ideas tor 
de~ igning a cu1~ricu.lum, 
Evaluation: the bo,,k is a valuable tool fo1 the teache1·. The 
,.,cc t. ion on preh1r i t.:i ng is especially good, The book is easy to read 1 
very i.nfonnati.ve, and use[ul for the classl'oom. (Diane Palmer) 
Hm-ray, Donald M. I\. Writer Teaches !.'riling. Boston: Houghton Mifflin 
Col!ilpany, 1985. 
The author presents a strong a1·gument for teachers nnd students to 
h1r:i i e. Murray n.Lso presents the response theory as an effective means of 
teaching students to wt·ite. In addition to the response method, he offers 
seVE.'ral other nH-,thods of teaching composition to students. The author 
[eels Lhat the1-'e is no one method lo be. used, but through exptlrirnentat.ion 
teachers 111ay arrive at a Leaching style that is suitable for him/he1·. The 
book. is an excellent tool t,o aid teachers in helping students to become 
rnore effective naders and writers of their own prose. (Betty Wilson) 
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Pritchard, Price. "The Round Table." English Journal, (October 1987), 
78. 
Students must be helped to learn that groups are really educational, 
t:lwL the teacher \\1ill trust them to learn something, and that groups need 
purposes and rules which ~.n.·e monitored, Well-planned groups are channels 
for young people to learn social lessons as well as subject matter, (June 
Harbison) 
Smith, Frank. Essa}' Into Literacy. London: llunemann Educational Books, 
1983. 
Essays Into Literacy i.s a collection of thirteen essays exploring and 
explaining theo1-·iE-~S ot reading and language, Smith emphasized that 
reading must be child-centered rather than text-centered. Ctiildren bring 
wuch knowledge nncl understanding to reading situations. It is often over-
co1 Leet i.ng and an unnecessary emphasis place.ct on 11 rightness 11 that cause 
chi.ldren to be reluctant readers, The best way to teach a child to read 
is l,y lietting hlm/her read. 
Smit.h 1 s conversational style and anecdotes make the book easy to 
read. His idens made me appreciate more what my students aleeady know 
1·at:her than worry so much about what they don't knm,. (Jeri Holcomb) 
SOM11ers, Nancy. "Responding to Student Writing." College Composition and 
C°'"""mication, 33 (May 1982), 148-56. 
This article discusses the J'act that, though teachers spend a great 
denl of time commenting on papers, the comments are often meaningless to 
:.; tudents. Sommers also recommends comments that are concrete to help 
students discove1· how to make their papers more effective through certain 
revisions. (Lau1a Butler) 
Tiedt, Iris H. Teaching Writing in K-8 ClassrOOllll. Englewood Cliffs: 
Prentice-Rall, Inc. 1983. 
This is an excellent source that shares ideacs to help teachers 
:otimulate students l:o write and love it. The book was compiled by a NWP 
partirLprmt. (Cindy H. Lyncl1) 
Weathers, Winston. An Alternate Style: Options in Composition. New 
Jersey: Hayd"n Book Co. Inc., 1980. 
'!'be central theme of this text is that it is the writing teacher's 
re:::.ponsibilit.y to rnakt~ available to bis students a larg·e variety of 
options for \\Ti.tin_•~. ~h, Weathers st.at.es that the traditional convc.uti.ous 
of \Vriting, including the tradi.tional grammar taught. in most. schooJs, an:.'. 
\·1~n· lll.~cessnry skills. H<iwevE:-r, the writing teacher should not stop here 
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with '1Grammu1· A. 11 He should teach various forms of discourse f1.·0111 
personal to more> formal, and he should also make his students aware of 
another set of conventions of this second grammar are derived from both 
tic I ion and non--fj<:tion writing. Weathers says that including Granunar B 
in the writing te,::1cher I s curriculum 11 provider:> us with the stimulating 
i.lluminating, and retreshing opposite that. makes the traditional gramma1· 
even more me:.-t.ningful. 11 (Gena Christnpher) 
Young, Art and Toby Fulwiler, eds. ffrit:ing Across the Disciplines: 
Research into Practice. Boynton/Cook, 1986. 
Beginning with the humanities department and spreading to many other 
disciplines on the campus, Michigan Sate University established an 
across-the-curriculwn writing program, using the workshop method and 
e,nphasizing writing as a process. This book narrates the progress of this 
program from its conception. Separate chapters detail experiments with 
writing in variou[-. disciplines. One chapter provides statistical 
evaJuation ot t.he experiment, another suggests how teachers might conduct 
research in their classrooms, and a final chapte:c reflects upon the 
positive and negative 1·esults of the p1·ograrn after sevet~al years. lhe 
entire work is an engrossing account of how one university made the 
wr:i ting--across-the-curriculum program work well. (Kay K. Brown) 
Zinsser, Williaa. On Writing Well. 3rd ed. New York: Harper & Row, 
1985. 
Tl1is informal guide to writing nonfiction is divided into three 
sections: principles, forms, and approaches. In each section is a wealth 
of information thal attests to Zinsser's belief in the importance of 
elimi.nating 11 cluft(~r 11 from writing in favor of clarity and simplicity. 
llsi.ng an example of his editing technique, probahl.y drawn from his 
e:;pedence as geneu1l editor of the Book-of-the-Month Club, he 1,ri.tes of 
cutting a selection by half, and perhaps more, to improve its style. He 
subscribes to E, ll. White's principles in THE ELEMENTS OF STYLE and to the 
h1unor ,,t White, Thurber, and Perelman as worthy of emulation. 
A_novicc in using the computer, I found one. of the most humorous, yet. 
u,seful, parts o[ Zinsser' s book to be chapter 20 on his deeming the word 
proc-, ssor an invaluable tool for editing after his initial fear that he 
(--:oul.d never learn l.o u::,e one. All in all, this book offers a look at 
b1evity as the "soul of wit." (Suzanne Hobbs) 
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